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THE CROSS. 


When sorrows reign, 
Shall I complain ? 
My Lord, my God, 
Thy chast’ning rod, 
Each care, each cross, 


Each worldly loss, 
With joy I bear, if thus brought nearer Thee,— 
Dear is each pang of grief and pain to me. 

Oh give me grace to drink my Saviour’s cup; 
And all His sufferings gladly to fill up ; 
Yea, grant that I 
With Thee may die, 
And ey’ry sin 

That lurks within 
Cast far away. 

Swift flies the day, 
And ev’ry breath 
But heralds death. 
Give me for food 
Thy Flesh and Blood ; 
Be Thou each hour 
My Rock, my Tow’r; 
To this weak heart 
Thine aid impart, 
And o’er it move 

In peace and love. — 


Fainting, to Thee I ery,— 
Lord, hear me, or I die. 


The Lord’s Prayer. 


THE LORD’S PRAYER. 


To Thee our Father, thron’d on high, 
Be praise and glory giv’n; 
Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done 


On earth as “tis in heav’n. 


Give us this day our daily bread ; 
Thy pard’ning grace extend 
To us, as we do unto those 


Against us who offend. 


Oh suffer not the tempter’s art 
To lead our hearts astray, 
But from all evil keep us, Lord, 

Safe in Thine holy way. 


For Thine the kingdom, and the pow’r, 
And glory evermore, 
Shall firm as Thine own self endure, 


When time shall be no more. 


On the Death of a Child. 3 


ON THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 
1835. 


As when the purple flowret’s early bloom, 
Cut by the scythe, falls wither’d to the earth, 
So glides the infant to an early tomb, 


Born but to gain another glorious birth. 


O blessed lot, permitted thus to gaze 
On the vain scenes of troubled earth, and ere 
Touch’d with pollution, unto heay’n to raise 
The fond desire, and rise to glory there. 


Oh they who know their ev’ry thought opprest= 
With cares of earth, and feel affliction’s rod, 
They eager wait to share the infant’s rest, 
And lay their sorrows on the breast of God,— 


If with the pure amid th’ angelic host 
The*penitent may lift their voice on high, 
And of His pard’ning mercy make their boast, 
Who from His throne did hear their suppliant cry. 


++ Death of the Faithful. 


DEATH OF THE FAITHFUL. 


Ox bewail not the dead, for their troubles are o’er, 
They shall feel neither hunger nor thirst any more ; 
For the current of life, with its boisterous wave, 


Disturbs not the silence and peace of the grave. 


They are gone from the regions of sorrow and pain, 
To their home in the heay’ns,—to us who remain 
Is affliction and grief, but in heav’n above 


Is the fulness of joy in the Saviour’s love. 


As the sailor rejoiceth, whose voyage is past, 
To be freed from the storms of the ocean at last ; 
As the soldier, victorious over his foes, 


Tastes the blessings of rest and the sweets of repose,— 


So the Christian rejoiceth when death shall appear, 
For he knows that his rest and salvation is near ; 
And relying on Christ, on his Saviour’s word, 


He looks forward to enter the joys of his Lord. 


Death approaching. 


DEATH APPROACHING. 


I’m growing old, 

And death is near,— 
Shall I rejoice, 

Or shall I fear ? 


If ’m prepar’d, 
Then all is well ; 
If not, before 
Me yawneth hell. 


The golden bowl 
Doth break, the cord 
Of silver loose ; 


No more is heard, 


With old delight, 
Melodious sound, 

Nor in old sights 
Enjoyment found. 


Death approaching. 


My relatives 

Are gone before,— 
My friends await 

Me on the shore 


Of that fair land, 
Or soon will be 
Call’d hence, and then 
‘Will follow me. 


Why should I wish 
To linger here, 

When more than half 
My life is there ? 


It is not what 
This world can give, 
Which makes me yet 


Inclin’d to live,— 


It is the thought 
That I must meet 

My Judge upon 
His awful scat. 


Death approaching. 


For howsoe’er, 
By penitence, 

I strive to cleanse 
Me from offence ; 


And howsoe’er 
By faith I hide 
All doubt within 
. My Saviour’s side,— 


Where gaping wounds 
Let out the blood 
And water on 


The holy rood,— 


Yet still once more 
Would I repent, 

To purge my heart 
More throughly bent ; 


Again would pray, 
While I confess,— 

Lord, cleanse me from 
Blood-guiltiness. 


wed 


Death approaching. 


So since I ne’er 
Can be so clean, 
But would by Thee 
Be wash’d again,— 


*Bout death I'll strive 
To have no will, 

But meekly watch 
And wait until 


Thou shalt ordain 
My watch to cease, 

And, Servant, say, 
Depart in peace. 


The Release. 4) 


THE RELEASE. 


Sex’st thou the butterfly fluttering on high, 

On wings that have stolen the tints of the sky ? 
Twas a chrysalis lately, but bursting its clay, 

It escap’d from its bonds to the realms of the day. 


Thus the souls of the righteous, imprison’d on earth, 
Wait for death, which to them is the hour of their birth ; 
When, freed from their fetters, in triumph they rise, 
And soar to the heay’ns, their home in the skies. 
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The Contrast. 


THE CONTRAST. 


VAIN, vain is all this empty show, 

The glitt’rig pomp of all below 
Is fleeting fast away ; 

Vain is the world, with all its joy, 

Those airy trifles which employ 


The creature of a day. 


As ev’ry blade of grass doth fade, 
Guarded by no protecting shade, 

And ey’ry herb doth pine ; 
So all our days do glide away, 
Wither’d like grass,—and who can say, 


To-morrow shall be mine ? 


Some who like frosted rose-buds fall, 
In early youth receive their call 


To quit this earthly scene ; 


The Contrast. 


(And many a one who’s cast away 
Youth’s gifts and promise, well might pray, 
That his this lot had been ; } 


Supremely blest, in tender years, 
Deliver’d from this vale of tears 
Ere Satan’s pow’r was known. 
A thornier path remains for those 
Who ling’ring, like the open’d rose, 
Fall when too fully blown. 


Though the world’s honours for a while 
May tempt their minion to smile, 
And ewry care forget ; 
Some chilling blast shall soon recall 
Th’ unwelcome, galling truth, that all 


Is vain and earthly yet. 


The sage abstruse perhaps may pore 
O’er some loy’d page of bygone lore, 
And drink the classic stream, 
Till his rapt soul appear to fly, 
Or grasping hold eternity, 
And death may seem a dream. 
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The Contrast. 


But ah! ’tis vain, all is but woe: 


When death—no dream—shall strike the blow, 


The sage is but a fool. 
Now let his boasted wisdom be 
His comfort, and philosophy 


Prove how correct his school. 


All here is vain, but there’s a clime 

Where all is pure and all sublime, 
And stands for ever sure; 

Eye hath not seen nor ear hath heard 

The joys which there before the Lord, 
Till He shall fail, endure. 


Yea, there’s a Jand, a land of bliss,— 
Not a vain, troubled scene like this, 
But ever fair and bright,— 
Where ’mid the realms of endless day, 
Freed from their prison-house of clay, 
And bath’d in streams of light, 


Thousands of happy saints shall meet, 
And at their dear Redeemer’s feet, 


The Lamb for sinners slain, 


The Contrast. 13 


Cast down their golden crowns,—for He, 
To save them from captivity, 
Descending, rose again. 


There many a ransom’d soul doth raise 
The song of never-ceasing praise, 
From ev’ry fear set free ; 
And oh that I might find among 
That ever blest seraphic throng, 
A place resery’d for me. 


From ev’ry fear,—for there supreme, 
No longer a far distant dream, 

Shall perfect love be found,— 
That perfect love which casts aside 
All fear; and there the Crucified, 


Once humbled, now is crown’d. 


The wicked there shall vex no more, 
But harbour’d in that heay’nly shore, 
The wearied soul shall rest ; 

No fleshly lusts shall there assail, 
Nor Satan’s envious art prevail 
To lead astray the blest. 
Cc 
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The Contrast. 


Worms that we are, vile mortals here, 
Eternal saints and seraphs there, 
How wondrous our degree ! 
How great the mercies of the Lord, 
Who thus, according to His word, 
Will make us wholly free! 


Second Collect, Morning. 


SECOND COLLECT, MORNING. 


Gop Who of peace the Author art, 
And Who dost concord love, 
Whom ’tis eternal life to know, 
And freedom pure to serve ; 


Defend Thy humble servants from 
Assaults of ev’ry foe, 
That we, aye trusting unto Thee, 


Whose sure defence we know, 


May fear no adversary’s pow’r, 
- Relying on the might 
Of Jesus Christ, Thy Son, our Lord, 
Under Whose Cross we fight. 
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The Flesh weak. 


THE FLESH WEAK. 


O Lor», increase my faith 
And trust in Thee, 

That I may never fear to tread 
Where Thou shalt be. 


For now my flesh doth shrink 
At death, and fear 
Assails my soul,—to wing her flight 


She knows not where. 


Our body’s home is in 
The churchyard grave, 
But where is the soul’s resting-place ?— 


Wave follows wave 


Of speculating thought, 
What shall betide 

These our own feeling knowing selves, 
Where we abide. 


The Flesh weak. 17 


What passes upon earth 
Shall we then know ? 

How fare the relatives and friends 
We left below ? 


Shall we remember those 
Who went before ? 

And will they stand to welcome us 
On that dim shore ? 


Shall Lazarus be laid 
In Dives’ sight, 

And pity not, while vainly calls 
That wretched spright 


For water to assuage 
The thirst of fire, 

Which leaps and gnaws his ev’ry limb,— 
Burnt, yet entire ? 


Foretelling hotter flames, 
Which from the throne 

Of judgment seize those whom the Lord | 
Shall then disown ; | 
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The Flesh weak. 


Who cast out, and by troops 
Of demons driv’n, 

Shall with one wistful gaze behold 
The path to heay’n. 


And Abram’s bosom too, 
Shall it be there, 

Though by the great gulf separate ? 
That bosom, where 


In deep sweet peace they rest, 
Who rested not 

On earth, whose labours now are o’er, 
Whose pains forgot ; 


And who ere long shall pass 
Up the bright stair, 

Which by the right hand of their Judge 
Doth pass to fair 


Realms of eternal bliss, 
Which neither eye 

Hath seen, nor ear hath heard, nor heart, 
Though lift on high, . 


The Flesh weak. 


Hath entertain’d,—oh depth, 
Oh mystery ! 

Till the soul flutt’ring shall depart, 
The body die, 


And all shall be dissoly’d.— 
To drink Thy cup, 

Assist me, Lord, and through death’s vale 
Bear Thou me up. 
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The Cry for Help. 


THE CRY FOR HELP. 


To God, when earthly pleasures fade, 
And in the dust my hopes are laid— 
To God I make my humble prayer, 


For He my suppliant voice will hear. 


When friends are few, and to the heart 
No pitying voice doth aid impart, 
Yet still my soul shall never fear, 
For God the Lord is always near. 


Ah, who would earthly friends desire, 
Who raises his affections higher ! 
Oft may our souls false friends bewail, 


But never shall God’s mercy fail. 


O God protect me, Christ receive 

My prayer, and all my wants relieve ; 
From cares of this world set me free, 
And raise my soul, O God, to Thee. 


The Cry for Help. 21 


And oh, when death’s last awful strife 
Brings on eternal death or life, 

Then be Thou near my soul to save, 
Ere swift I sink into the grave. 


Once more, upon the judgment-day, 
When God shall all our deeds repay, 
Then Christ, before Thy Father’s throne, 
Confess me, and Thy servant own. 


22 The Jew’s Lament for Jerusalem. 


THE JEW’S LAMENT FOR JERUSALEM. 


JERUSALEM, Jerusalem, mine own, my native soil, 

Through all the troubles of my race, in sorrow and in toil, 

Though wand’ring lost in many a land, cut off by many 
a sea, 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, my heart shall long for thee. 


Jerusalem, thou city where my ancestors have dwelt, 
Destruction, thou, the spoiler’s rage, captivity hast felt ; 
Till thou again, beloy’d, becom’st the city of the free, 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, my heart shall bleed for thee. 


Jerusalem, from whom of old ascending praise was heard, 

And the Shechinah’s glorious light on Judah’s land was 
pour’d,— 

Tho’ now despis’d, when God returns, shalt once 
again become, 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, to Abram’s ceed a home. 


The Jew’s Lament for Jerusalem. 23 


Ah, then the Gentiles who despis’d and mock’d our low 
degree, 

In long array, triumphant train, Judia’s sons shall see 

Thy children then returning from their long captivity, 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem, shall haste, shall throng to thee. 


Ah, then our riches shall return, as in the days of old 

The temple teem’d with offer'd gifts, with frankincense 
and gold ; 

The nations all thy stolen wealth in this thy glory’s day, 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, repentant shall repay. 


2A The Prospect. 


THE PROSPECT. 


As the trav’ler, who knows an oasis is near, 
Is strengthen’d the toils of the desert to bear, 
And benighted in wearying billows of sand, 


Presses forward to enter that happier land,— 


So the Christian, oppress’d by the troubles of earth, 

Which surround him with toil from the hour of his 
birth, 

With thanksgiving submits to the chastening rod, 

When he thinks of the mansions prepar’d by his God. 


Whilst he struggles through earth, which is barren and 
drear, 

He knows that felicity endless is there ; 

That the earth is a desert, but heaven above 


An oasis of beauty, and glory, and love. 


And oh, how he longeth to reach that abode, 
Where dwells his Creator, his Saviour, his God,— 
Where the pains and the sorrows of earth shall be o’er, 


And the sands of its desert shall vex him no more! 


Funeral Rites. 25 


FUNERAL RITES. 


WIrHi funeral pomp we buried him, with scutcheon and 
with plume, 

And torches shed their glimm’ring light as we bore 
him to the tomb, 

And the muffled bell did slowly toll from the church’s 
old grey tow’r, 

As with solemn tramp the mournful train approach’d 
at the midnight hour. 


Ancestral pride was pictur’d there on many a quarter’d 
shield, 

The arms that his forefathers bore on manya bloody field; 

For among the noblest-born was he of Britain’s noblest 
peers,— 

But he died without a child to bless and support his 


aged years. 


And the vault stood open yawning wide, which ne’er 
should ope again, 
For last of his ancient race was he, last heir of his 
domain ; 
D 


26 Funeral Rites. 


And his servants carried their good lord well as for age 
they might, 
For their furrow’d cheeks were wet with tears, and their 


scatter’d hair was white. 


And if some perchance in after years shall ask, Whose 
tomb is this ? 

The clerk will say, ’Tis very old, and I know not whose 
it is ; 

And some new lord of his estate may come to the 
church and say, 

Let a vault be made, for I would be laid here on some 


distant day ;— 


And the good old earl’s dishonour’d bones may be cast 
out from their grave, 

For his name, tho’ great, shall then be sunk in dark 
oblivion’s wave ; 

But he'll not care that his bones should lie all whit?’ning 
on the ground, 

For his soul will be in that calm abode where peace 


serene is found. 


Thanksgiving. 27 


THANKSGIVING. 
I THANK Thee, Lord, for all Thy mercies giv’n, 
For means of grace on earth and hopes of heay’n ; 
And all the blessings Thou hast round me shed, 
My life, my hope, and lifter of my head. 


I thank Thee, Lord, for ev’ry faithful friend, 
And for Thyself, whose kindness knows no end,— 
For father, mother, and Thyself, above 

All earthly parents prodigal of love. 


I rise, and health through each limb bounding free, 
Bids my rejoicing heart look up to Thee: 

Oh may my soul awake refresh’d with pow’r, 

To praise her Maker at the morning hour. 


I sleep, for God, who kept me through the day, 
Grants this refreshment to my weary clay : 

Oh may I thus in placid slumber lie, 

When He shall call my spirit and I die. 


I live, for He supplies the vital breath, 

And when He stays His hand, shall sink in death ; 
From Him I have my being, live, and move ;— 
How blest to dwell in Him, for He is love ! 


28 Praise to God the Son. 


PRAISE TO GOD THE SON. 


To the precious Son of God, 
Hallelujah ! 
He for us endur’d the rod, 
Leaving the glories of His Father’s throne ; 
And now He hears our humble cry, 
And feeble moan,— 
Ascended to His throne on high. 


Let the earth fall down before Him, 
Hallelujah ! 
Let the heav’ns above adore Him, 
And offer up their thankful songs of praise ; 
In endless hymns th’ angelic choir 
Their voices raise, 


And man to join the host aspire. 


God’s Works and Word. 


GOD’S WORKS AND WORD. 


As in God’s works no end our senses find, 
Nor grasp their compass in our puny mind; 
(We are but gath’ring pebbles on the shore 
Of that vast ocean which with ceaseless roar 
Mocks the vain labours of our feeble hands, 
Intrusive dust on its unnumber’d sands ;) 

So in His Word, (for there must ever be 
Stamp’d upon all His acts immensity,) 

We but explore, with patient feet and slow, 
The streams of grace in every page that flow ; 
And with devout and fervent purpose try 
To track each hidden type and prophecy. 
We know not all, but yet to each is giv’n 
Knowledge enough to lead him unto heav’n : 
And as we grow in faith, and hope, and love, 
Light shall illume our vision from above ; 
Fach truth shall open to our wond’ring eyes, 
And solar rays from what was dark arise, 
Till what is now from our perception seal’d, 
Shall be before the throne of God reveal’d. 


30. Peter's Penitence. 


PETER’S PENITENCE. 


WueEn Peter had denied his captive Lord, 
What bitter tears he shed! 

True penitent ! these were his drink by night, 
And grief his daily bread. 


Well might he weep,—for he had cast aside 
Him whom he swore to serve ; 

And lost the faith from which, in purpose strong, 
He thought he could not swerve. 


But we, alas! to constant sins inur’d, 
Repent not when we fall ; 

And not a sigh our slumb’ring breast disturbs, 
At God’s repeated call. 


Saints and apostles judge themselves on earth, 
To ’scape a sorer doom ; 

And pass, to gain the realms of light and love, 
Their time on earth in gloom ;— 


But sinners bid their smarting conscience rest, 
And drive their fears away ; 

So tears, and grief, and pain shall be their lot 
Upon the judgment-day. 


The Refuge of Weakness. 31 


THE REFUGE OF WEAKNESS. 


Srv! I am thine unwilling slave ; 
But God my soul shall raise, 

Yea, Jesus shall His suppliant save, 
And His be all the praise. 


With many a fleshly lust assail’d, 
I strove myself to free ; 

But when, with all my strength, I fail’d, 
I turn’d me unto Thee. 


And now, for Thy great glory, Lord, 
Let me not fail again : 

I come, relying on Thy word,— 
Let not my hope be vain. 


32 Sunday Morning. 


SUNDAY MORNING. 


THOUSANDS of white-rob’d priests are standing now 

In God’s own house, His glory to forthshew, 
Throughout our favour’d land ; 

And thousand thousands wait to hear the Word, 

Or joyful anthems raise with one accord ;— 


United, happy band! 


Who does not feel how great a boon is giv’n, 

Thus with the saints to gain foretaste of heav’n !— 
Such joy be ever mine: 

And in these troublous times, and days of pain, 

To meet within our holy Church again ;— 
Christ, be she wholly Thine. 


Oh, as our dear and much-loy’d mother prays, 

So may Thine own appointed servants raise 
Their warning voice on high ; 

That when Thon com’st again to judge mankind, 

Thou may’st in us a chosen people find, 


For whom Thou once didst die. 


God requires Zeal. 


GOD REQUIRES ZEAL. 


An no! no idle faith our Lord demands, 

The lifted eyebrow and the folded hands ; 

The Christian’s duty is a constant strife,— 

The hour which ends his labours ends his life ; 

No lukewarm sons our mother Church requires, 
In these dark days, to tend her sacred fires. 

Oh think not yet the wish’d-for haven won, 

Nor cry secure, Peace, peace, when there is none. 
Doth not her envious foe the Church assail ? 

And though (be God’s the glory) he shall fail, 
Yet if we sleep, and share not in the fight, 
Where shall we stand amid the sons of light ? 
Those holy men who hail’d the lighted fire, 

And, calmly waiting, watch’d themselves expire,— 
Glad that their weak and mortal frame should be 
A torch. rekindling Christianity,— 

How would they grieve to see its flickering blaze, 
And none prepar’d the hallow’d flame to raise! 


33 


Walk we with them, and should the Church require, 


With them be led triumphant to the fire. 


34 God requires Zeal. 


Thou, Lord, who canst from weakness make us strong, 
Be not in these our dangers absent long ; 
Awake! awake! put on Thy strength, and be 
Our shield and buckler from the enemy ;— 
Thou, who didst once, in cloudy pillar veil’d, 
Command, and Egypt’s sceptr’d warrior quail’d, 
Bid some new Moses from Thy people rise, 

To lead us forth a lively sacrifice. 

When ev’ry voice in ev’ry land shall raise 

The heartfelt prayer, and tune their tongues to praise ; 
When atheist doubts shall be but known as those 
Which in our fathers’ earlier times arose, 

And no divisions in the Church reside,— 

But all be one,—that one, Messiah’s Bride ; 
When wars and tumults shall be heard no more, 
But all, in peace with all, their Lord adore,— 
Then may we tall of dangers now gone by, 

And calmly live secure in victory ;— 

But when the bulls of Basan round us close, 

To rest is but to yield unto our foes. 

Though none shall ever tear away the Bride, 
His own true Church, from her Redeemer’s side ; 
Nor hell’s grim gates against her shall prevail, 


God requires Zeal. 35 


And he, th’ accuser of our brethren, fail ; 

Yet far from us, in other lands may shine 

The candle of the Church, that light divine, 
Fene’d round and water’d by her martyrs’ blood ; 
She, who a mark to other lands has stood, 

May yet—Jehovah grant it ne’er may be— 
Become an empty name, a mockery : 

For if we walk not while we have the day, 

God may in jndgment take our light away. 


36 Spring delayed. 


SPRING DELAYED. 


Lone wish’d, and long delay’d, at length appear 
The vernal honours of th’ unfolding year ; 

And earth, her wintry torpor laid aside, 

Buds forth in beauty, like a jewel’d bride. 


Oft had th’ illusive zephyrs seem’d to blow, 
And chase away the ling’ring flakes of snow ; 
But ah, perverse, again the northern blast 
Swept o’er the earth, and bade the winter last. 


Not nature’s winter is prolong’d alone,— 
Oft feels the sick’ning heart this case its own. 
It strives, opprest with sin, to cast aside 


Each fleshly lust, and quench each rising pride ; 


But ah! no sooner seems the pest subdued, 
It springs again, in strength and pow’r renew’d: 
And blest is he on whom at length shall shine 


The wish’d for spring, procur’d by grace divine. 
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PRAYER FOR RENEWAL. 


Lorp Jesu, who, for sinners slain, 
Didst bear the cross, despise the pain, 
And sin and death subdue ; 
By Thine own precious blood outpour’d, 
And all Thy mercies, God’s Incarnate Word, 
Our sinful hearts renew. 


Since Thou hast for Thy people died, 
Oh may we each be sanctified 
By Thy preventing grace ; 
Nor crucify the Lord afresh, 
Nor, let and hinder’d by our lustful flesh, 
Faint in our onward race. 


Hold Thou us up from day to day, 
And through that strait and narrow way 
Which leads to endless bliss, 
Be Thou that flame which erst arose, 
To Israel light, but darkness to his foes, 
Lest we that pathway miss. 
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REV ex. ais 


I saw a great white throne, and on it One 

From whom both earth and heav’n fled away, 
And found no place; immortal things alone 

Could bear the amazement of that awful day : 
And all the dead, both small and great, I saw 

Stand before God,—and there were open’d wide 
The books of record, changeless as the law 

Of Him whose judgment we must all abide. 
And, lo! there was another book display’d, 

The book of life ;—then all to judgment rose, 
And by those books the dread decree was made 

Which did their deeds and inmost thoughts disclos: 
The sea gave up the dead that were therein, 

And death and hell were spoiléd of their prey, 
And all were judg’d, for every secret sin, 

And ey’ry work stood forth reveal’d that day, 
And death and hell were then entomb’d in fires ;— 

This is the second death, for he whose name 
The book of life contains not, hell requires, 


And bears him downward to the lake of flame. 
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FRAILTY. 


How frail the world! in summer’s glorious morn, 

Up springs the soul rejoicing in the dawn 
Which smiling courts the view ; 

But ah, midst evening’s falling shades, 

Returning through the wild-wood glades, 

Fled is each bright enchanting thought,— 

Wisdom by sad experience brought. 

And now no more each flow’r is beaming, 

Each web, with dancing diamonds gleaming ; 

But fainting stems of weaken’d trees, 

Fatigued e’en by the rippling breeze, 

Remind us that all earthly bliss 

Shall fade as emptily as this. 


How frail is life! with expectation crown’d, 

The youth beholds th’ obsequious world surround, 
With pleasures ever new ; 

But mark him now—the chaplet that he wore 

No flowers produc’d, but many a thorn it bore; 

Gone is each cheering scene that shone so bright, — 

Gone, as the shadows that depart at night,— 
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The silver cord each pleasant note hath spoken, 
The golden bowl, no longer fill’d, is broken ; 
And grey old age and memory leagu’d present 
The treasur’d catalogue of hours misspent, 
Repeating oft to closing ears the tale 

That earth is vain, and all her joys are frail. 
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TYPES. 


Pracrp days of autumn closing, 
Many a sober’d thought impart ; 
While on your calm scenes reposing, 


Rests the type-discerning heart. 


Waters by our footsteps gliding, 
As ye ever onward flow, 

Be th’ attentive soul reminding, 

- Swift as this its course below. 


Leaves that from the trees are falling, 
Shaken by th’ autumnal blast, 

*Mind us that at Jesu’s calling 
We from this our branch must haste. 


But we have a branch abiding, 
Grafted into which are we, 
And from this, though storms are chiding, 


Sever’d we shall never be. 


Types. 


Now while onward we are wending, 
Ripen’d crops of golden corn, 
O’er the rustic sickle bending, 
Call to us, Ye lowly born, 


Listen to our yearly warning,— 
Soon will come your autumn’s day, 

Ye who now the voice are scorning 
Then shall wish to flee away. 


Blest he who, with ardour glowing, 
Daily shall his fruits unfold, 

And till harvest daily growing, 
Then shall yield an hundredfold. 
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PRESENT AND FUTURE, 


BricuHrt are the twinkling stars above, 

Bright in her course the moon doth move, 

Bright is the sun’s resplendent ray, 

Unsullied fount and source of day ; 

But far more splendid streams of light shall pour, 
Where stars and moons and suns shall be no more. 


Bright are the day-dreams of our mind, 

Ere yet their emptiness we find ; 

Bright are the silver’d streams that lave 
Where moonbeams court the dancing wave ; 
Bright is the blushing west at close of day, 
But brighter is the ight of heaven than they. 


Sweet are the burden’d airs that blow 

O’er gardens where the roses grow ; 

Sweet many a costly gum distill’d 

From trees with spicy perfumes fill’d ; 

But sweeter incense clouds of praising love, 


Float through the courts of our blest home above. 
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HOLY COMMUNION. 


Hrs Board is spread, shall I then come ?— 
My heart is cold, my voice is dumb ; 

I feel no sparks of inward fire, 

Which martyrs feed and saints inspire ; 
Tempted by lusts, I faint, I fly, 

And give to flesh the victory. 

How can I come ?—the world assails, 
My spirits sink, my courage fails ; 

T loathe my sins, but have no pow’r 
To stand up in temptation’s hour ; 

My soul is weak, with guilt imbued, 
Repented oft, but oft renew’d ;— 

How can I come to Jesu’s feast 

With hands defil’d and sinful breast ? 


Art thou indeed with sins opprest ? 
°*Tis Christ alone can give thee rest. — 
Tf thou dost true repentance feel, 
And that thyself thou canst not heal ; 
If He who gave His blood for thee 
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Be printed on thy memory ; 

If love thou dost engraved find 

Deep on the tablets of thy mind ; 

If thou dost stedfastly design 

To guide henceforth by virtue’s line 

Thine ev’ry thought, and word, and deed,— 
Approach with humble faith, and feed 

On this, the food divine of Heay’n, 


For thine eternal comfort giv’n. 
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BEFORE EARLY COMMUNION. 


SLEEP, gentle sleep, with early dawn retire, 
And let the soul resuscitate her fire : 
At this still hour the Sayiour’s Board is spread,— 


Depart, I dare not slumber in my bed. 


At midnight did our Christian fathers rise 

To celebrate unseen the sacrifice,— 

Oh let not us in brighter days decline, 

And slight that precious Bread, that holy Wine. 


Oh let us rise to break our weekly fast, 
Ere we our bread upon the waters cast ; 
Then with confiding patience we may rest, 


Till favouring currents bear it to our breast. 


Slumber, thou body’s pampering slave, begone,— 
The morning dawns, the senseless night is done, 
And countless thoughts that with the morn arise, 


Some power require to turn them to the skies. 
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I thank Thee, Lord,—for oh how great the joy 
Thus to anticipate the day’s employ, 

And at Thy life-infusing Table seek 

Strength to endure the trials of the week! 


Oh may the next a sixfold shadow prove, 

Of this our festival of faith and love, 

And gently lead us with conducting hand 

T’wards the bright skirts of our own glorious land. 
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EYES OF FAITH. 


How great a gift to pure-eye’d faith is giv’n, 
E’en to look forth and view the skirts of heav’n, 
And where we deem’d all vague and dark before, 
To view Jehovah’s glory, and adore. 


Yea, through the veil of flesh we darkly trace 
Some outlines faint of God’s eternal grace ; 
Faint, if compar’d with what the angels know, 
And yet.their brightness dazzles us below. 


But when this world of sense hath past away, 
And this vile frame is wrested from decay, 
Brighter and livelier glories shall arise, 


Where e’en their traces scap’d our mortal eyes. 
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CRAVINGS OF THE SOUL. 


THERE is a restless craving in the soul, 

As one who sees a part would know the whole 
Of some bright vision, when before his eyes 

In comprehended skirts of glory rise ;— 

One who stands thirsty by the fountain’s side, 
Allowed to taste, but not be satisfied, 

Knows not desire like his whose soul oppress 
The world’s blank void and empty nothingness, 
Refresh’d with foretaste of pure wisdom’s wave 


But by faint airs that steal across the grave. 
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PRAYER FOR PARDON AND PEACE. 


O Lorp, Thou art in heay’n and we on earth, 
Yet we beseech Thee with attentive ear 

To listen to our humbly whisper’d pray’r, 

With lips not feign’d, regarding not the worth, 
For we did wrath inherit from our birth ; 

And since, we have not ceased to fall away, 

And in the devious paths of sin to stray. 

But Thou, who on the Tree our curse didst bear, 
Spare us, good Lord, Thy suppliant people spare ; 
Nail to Thy Cross our sins, and take away 

The writing which condemns us, that we may 
Serve Thee secure from overwhelming fear ; 
And in the terrors of the judgment-day, 


Be Thou our constant Tow’r and Rock, we pray. 
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CHARITY. 


O cHARITY, thou bond of peace, 
Before whom strife and anger cease, 
Come, thou celestial guest, and dwell 
Within my breast ;—I love thee well, 
But feel tumultuous passions bear 
Too much of rude dominion there. 

Oh Holy Ghost, send down from high 
Thy precious gift of charity : 

That while with ardour we contend 
For faith Thou to the saints didst send, 
Our love may suffer no decay, 

But shine more brightly till the day 
When, far remov’d, all strife shall fly, 
And all be peace and charity. 


Struggles. 


STRUGGLES. 
© BURNING load of sin, 
So deeply fix’d within, 
That penitential tears in vain 


Strive to wash out the purple stain ! 


The soul in youth imbued 
With guilty thoughts and lewd, 
How doth it groan, and sore opprest, 


Strive madly for some port of rest ! 


Peace, troubled spirit, peace ! 

Then shall thy labours cease, 

When from thy sickness thou shalt be 
By thy Physician render’d free. 


No deeply-seated ill, 

Disease or vicious will, 

Can with discov’ry straight be cur’d, 
Nor leave a trace of pangs endur’d. 


Oh that indeed I knew 
This counsel to be true, 
And not vain comfort self-applied, 


Lust and unconquer’d sin to hide. 


Conscience of Sin. 


CONSCIENCE OF SIN. 
UncrEan ! unclean !—in days of old 
The Church would sever from her fold 
The tainted sheep, that wholesome pain 
And length’ned prayer and fast might gain 


An entrance to her arms again. 


Unclean! unclean !—the direst hour 
Is lighter when afflictions low’r, 
Than unreprov’d to bear a load : 

To sin, yet feel no chast’ning rod— 
This is to live bereft of God. 


Yet faint not—’tis not outward pain, 
But the griev’d contrite heart, is gain ; 
And God may make His blessings prove 
Heart-melting, and thus heal by love, 
Where sterner wrath might fail to move. 


And thus may he, the unconfin’d, 
F’en by the bands himself doth bind, 
Make this His Church’s slacken’d rule, 
Touch’d by His hands divine, the tool 


Wherewith His wand’ring ones to school. 
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Conscience of Sin. 


Christ, Lamb of God, from depths of shame 
Unfathom’d, to Thine holy Name 

I cry,—grant me Thy Cross to feel, 

And all my bitter waters heal, 

By this Thy gracious mercy’s seal. 


or 
ON 


Absolution. 


ABSOLUTION. 


THREEFOLD in form, 
One pardon’s seal 
Doth holy Church 


To us reveal. 


In daily prayer, 

With solemn breath, 
She tells us that 

He pardoneth. 


She saith to those 
Who kneel beside 
The altar of 
The Crucified,— 


Where penitence 
And faith are true, 

Mercy is pledg’d,— 
God pardon you. 
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Absolution. 


But when we he 
In arms of death, 
By the priest’s mouth 


She witnesseth ;— 


Christ left His Church 
A pow’r to free 
From all thy sins,— 
I absolve thee. 


Tn all alike, 
O Lord most dear, 
Thy pow’r we own, 


Thy voice we hear. 
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RESURRECTION. 


Our Saviour Christ from earth’s pure womb 
Hath ris’n, triumphant o’er the tomb ; 
He died our Paschal Lamb to be, 
Rose pledge of immortality. 
O grave, where is thy victory ? 
O death, where is thy sting ? 


What wondrous hopes doth this disclose ! 
First-fruits of them that sleep He rose ; 
And rising doth assurance give 
That all who sleep in Christ shall live. 

O grave, where is thy victory ? 

O death, where is thy sting ? 


Hosanna, Lord, since Thou hast died, 
May we with Thee be crucified ; 
That dead to sin, we too may rise 
In might of Thy great sacrifice. 
O grave, where is thy victory ? 
O death, where is thy sting ? 
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Resurrection. 


We without fear may then behold 
This earthly frame when waxing old, 
Knowing this, that temples hoary 
Shadow forth the crowns of glory. 
O grave, where is thy victory ? 
O death, where is thy sting ? 


How blest are they whom thus approv’d, 
Their Lord hath to His home remov’d; 
Ransom’d sheep, they rest for ever 
In His arms, whom none can sever. 

O grave, where is thy victory ? 

O death, where is thy sting ? 


Blest too, supremely blest, are they, 
Just usher’d on the realms of day, 
On whose cheeks, late couch of roses, 
Death, of terrors stript, reposes. 

O grave, where is thy victory ? 


O death, where is thy sting ? 
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TOM. BN. 


With a copy of Bp. Taylor’s ‘‘ Golden Grove.” 
1838. 


THERE is indeed a golden grove, 
Which faith descries in realms above, 
Where saints in glory wander ever 
By His side whom none can sever. 


Hereafter in this golden grove, 
Abiding-place of peace and love, 
May we in mystic union wander, 


On seraphic themes to ponder. 


Think we of this, by night, by day, 

Think we of this whene’er we pray ; 

Then while our hopes of heav’n grow brighter, 
Earthly griefs will all be lighter. 


Oh may to us this golden grove 
Memento of the heav’nly prove ! 
Then these on earth shall be but traces 


Of celestial love’s embraces. 
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Sun setting, Life ending. 


SUN SETTING, LIFE ENDING, 


THE sun behold in yonder west, 
Shrouded in glory, sinks to rest: 
Christ’s soldier thus, his labours done, 


To gain an endless crown is gone. 


Quench’d by some stroke invisible, 
A star is fall’n in Israel, 
Whose brightly burning lamp no more 


Shall light us on life’s dreary shore. 


How], fir-tree, howl, the cedar falls, 
To you its crash in warning calls: 
The wise man, summon’d, glides away,— 


Why vainly trusts the fool to stay ? 


Oh may I ever feel the ties 
That link to dread realities, 
And recognise in every breath 
An echo of the feet of death. 


Faith realizing God’s Presence. . 6E 


FAITH REALIZING GOD’S PRESENCE. 


SILENCE! we tread on holy ground 

What though no voice be heard around, 
Yet angel-hosts are here ; 

For they the Lord of hosts attend, 

And where His Church in pray’r doth bend, 
Jehovah’s Self is there. 


Things are there deep and manifold, 
Sounds which no mortal ear hath told, 
Sights which no eye hath seen ; 
Strange other worlds about us move, 
In depth below and height above 
Our puny thoughts, I ween. 


F’en now, perhaps, this earthly frame, 
Hides from our view the skirts of flame 
Which Chebar’s flood reveals ; 
As to Ezekiel’s hallow’d eyes 
Cherubic herald-forms arise, 
And eye-bespangled wheels. 
G 
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Thick gathering round our brighter views, 
The flesh our darkness oft renews, 
But faith removes the veil ; 
And in the path of daily toil 
Supplies our lamp with holy oil, 


Whose streams shall never fail. 


Oft while with earthly hearts and gross 
We bow before th’ uplifted Cross, 
Our mother Church reveals, 
No arm of pow’r, no guiding rod, 
No presence of th’ eternal God, 


Our slumb’ring spirit feels. 


But when with soft descending dews 
God’s grace the unbelief subdues, 
Which had enthrall’d us long ; 
Swift from its lifeless trance it springs, 
Sees at its side th’ archangels’ wings, 


And joins the seraphs’ song. 


Then awed we kneel, and doubt expires, 
Consum’d by faith’s enraptur’d fires ; 
With angels side by side, 


Faith realizing God's Presence. 


We take and feed on angels’ food, 
E’en on His precious Flesh and Blood, 
Who for our sins hath died. 


Oh Lord, increase our faith, that we 
May ever find some trace of Thee 
In evry time and place ; 
Endue with sacramental pow’r 
Creation’s frame, and load each hour 
With burden rich of grace. 
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Evening. 


EVENING. 
On yes, there is a chast’ning pow’r 
In bright-eyed ev’ning’s placid hour, 
A sacramental influence shed 
On hearts that own the gentle thread 
Which, from the scenes midst which we dwell, 
Would lead us to th’ invisible. 
And in the varied close of day, 
When light in splendour steals away, 
As the sun seems in yonder west 
To fall asleep on Nature’s breast ; 
Or when he sets in lurid glare, 
And threat’ning cloud-forms meet him there, 
Which fancy might affirm to stay 
In vengeful waiting for their prey ; 
Or when perhaps the laggard sun 
Unnoticed his long course hath run, 
And unregretted hides his head, 
As ’twere by stealth, in ocean’s bed ;— 
He is not voiceless, but doth tell 
Of other worlds where spirits dwell, 
And nightly, in his own decline, 


Doth speak to thee, O man, of thine. 
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DESOLATION, 


O Lorp, my heart is parch’d and dry, 
In vain I strive from self to fly ; 

Dark, ling’ring retribution’s ire 

Hath set my ev’ry thought on fire ;— 
My hours misspent, my youth abus’d, 
The proffer’d cup of grace refus’d, 

Alas! alas! what bitter fruit 

Is rising from this curséd root ! 

Careless we sin, and cast aside 

The pow’r that would protect and guide ; 
And when we wake in after years, 

The past has left us nought but tears: 
Our hearts benumb’d are dry and drear, 
Hope is weigh’d down by brooding fear ; 
For self we sinn’d, and self-immers’d, 


Are by our own transgression curs’d. 
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THE TIED AND BOUND. 


A CHAIN, a chain is o’er me,—in my youth 

I wove the web that now enwraps me round, 
Careless of all but earthly, godless joy ; 

And now I feel my bitter, weary bonds,— 

I feel, but have no pow’r to cast aside 

Th’ intolerable weight. Like some poor bird 
That fell destruction from th’ insidious twig 
Bears on its silken wing. Heay’n’s vault above 
Is clear and bright, and all the ether smiles 
Ineffably ; alas! for it no more 

The yielding air shall ope its willing way, 

Nor eager follow, as in soft embrace, 

To clasp its sportive path ;—-with joyous wing 
The pure and free may seek th’ embow’ring shades, 
And ev’ry favour’d grove, but it no more 

Shall rise from this dull earth, but sadly hide 
*Mid some rude thicket its dishonour’d form. 

Or like some gilded butterfly bereft— 


Ah! hapless voyager—of those bright plumes 
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Which bear aloft its painted vanity,— 

Meet emblem of the sin-defiléd soul.— 

Oh galling servitude! O worse than chains! 

_ How shall I ’scape? my sins do find me out 
And buffet me,—from each attempted flight, 
Sore smitten, I fall back upon the ground, 
Helpless and weak ;—to Thee, O Lord, I cry,— 


Hear me in this my need; oh hear ine, or I de. 
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SUNDAY. 


ANOTHER week hath past, 
And its account is gone,— 

Gone, to be chang’d no more, 
To God’s eternal throne. 


It is a fearful thought, 
That ev’ry hour doth fly, 
And tells how we have wrought, 
Unto our Judge on high. 


Now a new week begins, 
God’s holy morn is come,— 
It is a foretaste blest 


Of our eternal home. 


Sweet to the shipwreck’d man 
To feel his native shore, 
Clasp’d in her welcome arms, 


A wanderer no more, 
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Sweet is the balmy breeze 
That o’er the wide salt sea 
Breathes from the lov’d land where 
The exile longs to be. 


Sweet is this weekly rest 

From the world’s toil and din, 
For humble musing with 

Our better thoughts within ;— 


Thoughts of that happy shore 
Above the starry sky, 
Where Christ, we hope, will stand 


To meet us when we die. 


Oh may that future home 
Our Sunday thoughts employ, 
And we be led by faith 


T’ anticipate our joy. 
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Stars unseen. 


STARS UNSEEN. 


OFFENDED by the blaze of day, 

The planets have not roll’d away, 
And many a constellation’s eye 
Beams on us from the deep blue sky. 


We see them not, but reason tells 

That each in its own order dwells, 

And that *tis our weak sight alone 
That would proclaim their glories gone. 


E’en so, perhaps, on either hand 

Ten thousand times ten thousand stand, 
Bright heay’nly forms, sent forth to be 
Our soul-encircling panoply. 


Unseen by our dull mortal eye, 
Faith can their radiant hosts desery, 
Join’d in their ranks, as tho’ it trod 
With them th’ eternal courts of God. 
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THE VEIL. 


O8 thick’ning veil, around us spread,— 
Sure, when we live, then are we dead, 
And neither feel, nor see, nor hear 

The things which do to faith appear. 
Yes, we are dead, and we should die, 
Immortals, everlastingly, 

Did not our God sometimes in love 

The folds of that dark veil remove ;— 
Then, wrapt in higher things, we see 
This mansion’s unreality ; 

And feel within the skirts to stand, 

Of some more bright and glorious land : 
There shadows live, and types appear ; 
The very truths concealéd there. 
Sparkling, doth in the font abide 
Water, but from a dear Friend’s side. 
Erst in His courts we knelt alone, 


Now at our side there standeth One — 
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The Veil. 


The bread we broke is heav’nly food,— 
We offer’d wine, and lo ’tis blood ! 
Lighten our eyes, O Lord, to see 

In ev’ry type and shadow Thee, 

That we, with lamps aye burning bright, 
May walk by faith, and not by sight. 
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CHRISTMAS. 


O raitH, O holy faith, 
Lighten our eyes :— 
We live in a bad, chilling, careless world :— 
Faith never dies, 
But when our hearts are cold, and sight is dim, 
She, through our mists, points on the Cross to Him. 


O faith, O holy faith, 
This is the day 

When God was pleas’d to take our mortal form ;— 
Through thee I may 

Put time and all the mists of earth aside, 

And see what was to kings and priests denied. 


Keeping long watch with thee, 
At early dawn 
I may behold the glorious star arise ;— 
Oh blessed morn ! 
The Prince, the Saviour of the world is come, — : 
To make awhile this sinful earth His home. 
#H 
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Then may I, holy faith, 
Led by thine hand, 

Press onward in the Eastern sages’ train. 
With them I stand; 

Prostrate with gifts I fall, and Jesus own. 


So bow the saints in heay’n before the throne. 


Yes, holy faith, with thee, 
Oh pow’r divine! 
I scem enwrapt in skirts of holier things,— 
See how they shine. 
Those white-rob’d forms that stir the tide of song ; 


I shrink, yet long to join th’ adoring throng. 


Yes; darkly, through a glass, 
His day I see, 
Co-equal Son of God, Eternal Word, 
Made flesh for me. 
Lord, grant me so to live, that by Thy grace, 


Hereafter I may see Thee face to face. 
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HELP FROM THE HILLS. 


O Lorp, my heart doth quake for fear, 
I am so vile, and Thou so near, 

That to the hills I fain would flee, 

And bid them hide my head from Thee. 


Vain hope, the hills in all their pride 
-No trembling wretch from Thee can hide, 
Nor thickest night’s dark panoply 
Conceal him from Thy piercing eye. 


Yet to the hills my soul shall flee, 
Thence is my help, my hope shall be, 
F’en, Lord, to Thee, for ’*tis Thy pow’r 
That is my hill, my rock, my tow’r. 
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Fading Joys. 


FADING JOYS. 


Gay as the painted butterfly 
Upon the bright, bright summer sky, 
I flutter’d forth unscath’d by care ;— 


My summer sky! no grief was there. 


A few short years have o’er me flown, 
I know not why, but seem alone, 
And all my brave enamell’d wings 


Are faded, wreck’d, forgotten things. 


Whence, whence is this 2—the flow’rs are fair, 
Yet lurks the cup of poison there ; 
Still, still serenely smiles the sun,— 


Ah me! and yet my joys are gone. 


Rouse thee, my soul, it is not thine 
For empty, fading joys to pine ; 
Far sterner thoughts demand thy care,— 


Sinner, to meet thy Judge prepare, 
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CLOSE OF DAY AND LIFE. 


Tis eve, creation sinks to rest 
Luxuriously on Nature’s breast ; 

And man, the last to seek repose, 

Begins the tumult to compose, 

Which, raging through the livelong day, 
Bears his bewilder’d soul away ; 

Then come like bees whose task is o’er, 
His thronging thoughts: with honied store 
Collected, some return, but more forlorn, 
Unblest and ill at ease, wearied and worn. 


Eve of this life swift hast’ning on, 

When this brief, empty dream is done, 

So shall it be at thy dread close ; 

Past words and deeds that now repose, 
Oblivion-steep’d, and thoughts forgot, 

Shall then revive; things that were not 

Shall be, and to th’ amazéd mind 

Appear, nor leave a blank behind. : 
How many thoughts shall, ere the conflict cease, 
Pay their last yisit to the breast in peace! 
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An Ideal. 


AN IDEAL. 


Sure these are times the Lord foretold, 
For faith is scarce and love is cold, 

And ev’ry lawless form is rife 

Of Antichristian doubt and strife : 

Thus all without is toil and din, 

But joy and peace are found within. 
Meek spirits ’mid the world’s unrest 

Fly nestling to the Church’s breast ; 
She, tender mother, as they cling, 

Folds them beneath her fost’ring wing, 
For darkly low’rs the storm around ; 
Wakeful, she hears the mutt’ring sound, 
And pointing to the threat’ning skies, 
Bids her devoted sons arise. 

In self-denying patience strong, 

They at her cheering watchword throng, 
Content to suffer or to die 
With Him who bled on Calvary. 
The world is impotent of ill 


To them who have no earthly will, 
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But, sworn the soldiers of the Cross, 
Resolve to count all else but loss. 
Grant, Lord, I pray, that I may stand 
In this Thy Church’s chosen band. 
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To a Child. 


TO A CHILD. 


SwWEEr boy, with bright dishevell’d hair, 

With ruddy cheek, with eye so fair, 

And sportive mind that mocks at care,— 
Would I were thee. 


All glist’ring with baptismal dew, 
Fresh born to earth, yet born anew, 
A blest and happy thing to view,— 


Would I were thee. 


Dark, weary memories of sin, 
Which riot sore the heart within, 
Responding to a bad world’s din, 


Thou hast not known. 


That double-minded, wav’ring will, 
Which knows the good, yet chooses ill, 
With God and Mammon-serving skill, 


Thou hast not known. 
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Oh guard thee well thy virgin mind, 

Christ’s mark upon thy forehead sign’d ; 

Badge of His service, thee doth bind, 
Him to confess. 


Rejoice thee in thy youth, and cheer 
Thy heart with mirth; yet know, and fear, 
That God thy Judge is ever near, 

Thy thoughts to scan. 


Christ’s soldier thou! thy foes are strong,— 

Not flesh and blood thou warr’st among, 

But thrones and pow’rs, an endless throng 
Of Satan’s host. 


Fight the good fight of faith; endure 

E’en to the end; in Christ secure, 

Keep thy baptismal garment pure 
From eyery stain. 


Then, when thy course is o’er, to die 

Thou wilt not fear.—When victory 

O’er death is thine, God grant that I 
May be with thee. 
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CREATION AND REDEMPTION. 


WAKE up, my glory—wake, my lute, 

Nor thou, my merry harp, be mute, 
When I arise and sing 

Him who should all my thoughts employ, 

And make my lone heart dance for joy, 


My Saviour and my King. 


Before the earth and world were made, 
Or starry firmament was laid, 

From everlasting days 
Thy throne hath been preparéd; Thee 
Highest archangels laud, and we 


With humbler voices praise. 


For unto Thee doth praise belong, 

At whose dread word the primal song 
Of morning stars was heard ; 

When all creation burst to life, 

With brightest verdure cloth’d, and rife 
With ev’ry beast and bird. 


Creation and Redemption. 


Six days the sons of God did shine, 
Shouting for joy, then all combine 
Their sweet seraphic choirs : 
The Sabbath-day, most happy, blest, 
Light, crown, and glory of the rest, 


Their choral burst requires. 


’Twas heard sublime, and angels rose 

To view the infant world’s repose 
Beneath her Maker’s eye ; 

And with bright harp and holy song 

They pass’d the heawnly stair along, 
Which join’d her to the sky. 


Amoment—earth is voiceless now, 
Clouded is ey’ry angel’s brow, 

And mute their loud acclaim. 
Whence is the change? Alas! ’tis sin, 
By man’s rebellion brought within 


The new creation’s frame. 


But hark! an awe-struck, deeper strain 
Thrills through th’ eternal courts again, 
For time delays not there ; 
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Creation and Redemption. 


Earth quiv’ring trembles—how can she 
Believe the dread reality, 
That she her God doth bear! * 


Yes, He hath gone, impell’d by love, 

And left His heav’nly throne above, 
A guilty race to save: 

For man He liv’d, He suffer’d, died, 

For man was mock’d, was crucified, 


And triumph’d o’er the grave. 


He rose, hosannahs rent the skies, 
Such as from countless seraphs rise, 
Nor mortal ear hath heard ; 
And ev’ry angel’s harp and lyre 
Burst forth in that extatic choir, 
To hymn th’ Eternal Word. 


Hosannah! praise shall cease no more, 
But ever from the throne before 
In incense-clouds ascend ;— 
One only change their song shall know, 
When the archangel’s trump shall blow, 
And time itself shall end. 


The Judgment. 


THE JUDGMENT. 


SEE, while the stars are falling, how 


The earth doth quake, the heav’ns do bow, 


The quiv’ring, trembling sea restores 
The countless dead that crowd her shores, 
And ewry bursting grave is rife 

With forms of fresh-returning life ! 


Hark! ’tis the trump, th’ archangels’ cry 
Hath sounded through the startled sky ! 
Oh sight ineffable and dread,— 

There is a throne, and all the dead 
Forth summon’d at the sound, are gone 


To wait on Him who sits thereon! 


Where is the earth P—it melts away ; 

The heav’ns ?—behold they cannot stay, 

Dissolv’d in wreaths of fire they fly ; 

Sun, moon, and stars are hurrying by: 

And thus, while nature’s frame is riv’n, 

The thrones are set, and judgment giv’n. 
I 
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The Judgment. 


Oh dreadful sound! “ Accurséd, fly 

To hell’s low depths of misery !” 

There they depart, a ghastly train, 

Each face with horror stamp’d, and pain, 
Who lately by their Judge did stand, 
Rejected ones, at His left hand. 


But hark! amid the sounds of fear, 

A lovely voice is echoed there :— 

“Come, ye bright souls, whom God hath bless’d, 
Come to your home of endless rest.” 

Grant, Lord, that when these things shall be, 
That lovely voice may sound for me. 
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PREPARING FOR ORDINATION. 


O Gop, who dost the sinner hear, 
Before Thy footstool I appear,— 
Cast me not out! O Lord, to Thee 
Th’ outpourings of my heart shall be. 


Lord, I am weak,—the plague of sin, 

Deep rioting mine heart within, 

Hath tainted ev’ry thought in me, 

Which else would rise, would spring to Thee. 


Me, fainting in the footmen’s course, 
Me to contend with, haste the horse! 
Me, wearied o’er this peaceful ground, 


Deep Jordan’s swelling floods surround *, 


Keeper of vineyards! lo mine own 
With ev’ry noxious weed o’ergrown ° ; 
Deep sunk in mire !—Ah, truly meet, 


To stand as one-with beauteous feet °! 


a Jer. xii. 5. > Canticles i. 6. © Tse: lil. 7; 
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How can I stand ?—O Lord, to Thee 
Th’ outpourings of my heart shall be ; 
I flee to Thee, mine all to hide,— 

O let my weakness there abide. 


Thy heavy hand is on me sore, 
Forsake me not,—I ask no more. 
Grant, Lord—my hope is all in Thee— 
That as my day, my strength may be. 


With Thee a host I turn to fight, 
I leap the wall, I stand upright. 
Unconquer’d he by direst foes, 

On whom Jehovah’s strength arose. 


Lead me, O Lord,—Thy guiding hand 


Shall bring me safe through this dark land ; 


Upheld by Thee, shall I prevail 


O’er ev’ry foe through death’s dim yale. 


So keep me, Lord; be mine the part 
To walk with humble contrite heart, 
And ey’ry lofty thought remove,— 
O God of merey, God of love. 


A Litany. 


. 


A LITANY. 


Hoty, holy, holy Three, 
Dread and blesséd Trinity, 


Transcending speech and thought, sublime, 


Before, and in, and after time! 
We, poor suppliants, to Thee 


Raise our solemn litany. 


Father of all, and fount of love, 
Who hast created heav’n above, 
Earth, sea, and all that in them move, 


Hear our solemn litany. 


Son of the Father, Jesu, Lord, 
Who though of old Eternal Word, 
The virgin’s womb hast not abhor’d, 


Hear our solemn litany. 


Spirit of Both, whose quick’ning pow’r, 


Sent down in Pentecostal hour, 


Ts our support and strength’ning tow’r, _ 


Hear our solemn litany. 
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A Litany. 


Hear us, hear ‘us, hear us, Lord, 

Father, Holy Ghost, and Word ; 

Hear the pray’rs our lips have spoken— 
Pray’rs from contrite hearts and broken, 
Which in humble faith to Thee 


Raise their solemn litany. 
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THE SICK MOTHER AND SINFUL SON. 


THERE art thou laid, on thy triumphal bier, 

Meek follower of Christ ; well hast thou borne 

Most agonizing throes, the relics dear 

Of thine own Saviour’s cross ; triumphant most 
When most afflicted; praying not for ease, 

But patience, and with sweet submissiveness 

Kissing the rod, nay, joying in thy pains, 

As wholesome, and as chast’ning thy tried soul, 

Else tempted to rebel; for those poor pains 

That harrow’d up thy body’s comeliness, 

And stretch’d thee speechless, quiv’ring, were but slight, 
So I have heard thee say, to that unrest 

Which prey’d upon thy soul from his misdeed, 

Thine only son, unduteous unto thee 

And to his heav’nly Father. Thou by faith 

Hadst victory o’er the grave; yea, thou couldst smile 
To talk of death, and pray, then check thyself, 

As if impatient, and yet might it be 

Without impatience and with His blest will 
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Who orders all things well, pray to be gone, 
From this bad scene and plenteousness of tears, 
To where pain ends and tears are wip’d away. 
But when thou thought’st of his ungodly life, 
Despite thine earnest pleadings,—pleadings such 
As mother’s heart could frame, and Christian soul 
Lit with celestial flame conceive, or tongue 
Touch’d with celestial eloquence express, 

And saw him turn unmov’d, nay, leave thy couch, 
Thine agonizing couch, with tears bedew'd 

Of pray’rful utterance, to seek the haunts 

Of baleful sottishness, and thence return 

To wallow nauseous, whilst thy gasping throes 

Of mortal conflict, grudg’d thee breath by breath ; 
This, this was bitterness: thy gracious mind, 
Victorious else: and blissful in thy pains, 

Was agoniz’d indeed.—O heart more hard 

Than cruel flint, savage than evil beasts ! 

What son of what a mother! this the child 

Of many prayers !—I stagger’d, but an air 

Ot sweet antiquity which wafted by, 


Told how a mother“ pray’d and wept to him, 


4 Monice. 


The sick Mother and sinful Son. 


Bishop © of old, from whose heav’n-open’d lips 
Our mother Church hath sought her daily words ; 
And how he promis’d, bold in holy faith, 

And how the promise came, and he the son 
Turn’d every tear to soothing drops of balm, 
And unbeliever, died the Church’s stay ;— 

And when I heard, I stagger’d not again. 


e St. Ambrose. 
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A Petition. 


A PETITION. 


O Gop, I ask a little grace,— 
Thou hast great store ; 
One drop from Thine o’erflowing fount,— 


One, if no more. 


O God, some little ray of hope, 
Some comfort’s star :— 

Withdraw not, O most gracious Lord, 
Thyself afar. 


For Thou alone art all my trust ; 
I turn to Thee, 
Sole anchor of my soul in all 


Her misery. 


For I with grievous load of sin 
Am sore opprest ; 

I look around for help,—I look, 
And find no rest. 


But can it be indeed that I 
Should turn to Thee ?— 

Should turn unto my Lord, and yet 
Not holpen be ? 
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Tt cannot, Lord, for Thou hast said, 
“Come unto Me 

All ye that heavy-laden are, 
And labour ; ye 


“ That feel the burden of your sins, 
And would be free, 
My burden take, My easy yoke, 
And learn of Me, 


“Who am of meek and lowly heart,— 
And ye shall find 
Rest to your troubled soul, and peace 
To your sad mind.” 


So, Lord, I come, since what I trust 
Ts Thine own word, 

I, who deserve no comfort’s crumb, 
Shall yet be heard. 
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Happy Voices. 


HAPPY VOICES. 


Tuat little happy voice, 
How on the sinner’s ear 
Rings it a knell !—“ Rejoice,” 


It seems to whisper there. 


Rejoice, whose hearts are pure, 
Simple and guileless things ; 
Whose new-birth doth endure, 


Who have no tainted springs. 


Youth! happy, happy youth, 
Brought up in homely cot, 
Where there is love and truth, 
But pomp and lust is not ; 


And blithesome little birds 
That frolic on each spray, 
And with their own sweet words 


Carol the livelong day ; 


Happy Voices. 


Whose songs, that float along, 
Find answer sweet within; 
Or the heart’s depths among, 


Jar on its secret sin; 


And call the hot, hot tear 
Unbidden to the eye ;— 

O fountain, open’d there, 
Flow, never, never dry. 


What if one little bird, 
Like spirit hov’ring nigh, 
With song become God’s word, 
Can from sin’s hard, dry eye 


Make these blest drops gush out ; 
Or if the happy boy 

Who sings his task about, 
Those simple notes of joy, 


Can bid repentance come, 
With sweetly bitter stream, 
And in the heart’s deep home, 
Where idle fancies dream, 
K 
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Waken to cast aside 
Load of vile memories, 
Which darkling there abide,— 
Grace that now hidden lies. 


God surely, who doth move 

Us by such simple sounds 5, 
With silent pow’r of love, 

Within the heart’s deep bounds, 


Must in our souls prevent, 
By His indwelling there, 
Warnings, which by Him sent, 
Float on the liquid air. 


Ever then hearts ruling, 
Lord of all harmonies, 
Thy voice sweet echoing, 


Teach us to recognise. 


f T cannot hear an early-cherish’d strain, 
But first a joy and then it brings a pain,— 
Fear, and self-hate, and vain remorseful stings : 
Tears lull my grief to rest, 
Not without hope this breast 
May one day lose its load, and youth yet bloom again. ’ 
Lyra Apostolico, \. 


Happy Voices. 


So shall we aye become 
Fill’d more with holy love, 

Nearer our blessed home, 
Meeter for joys above, 
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Peter—Judas. 


PETER—JUDAS. 


THERE were but twelve apostles 
Stood by the Saviour’s side, 

Yet one of them betray’d Him, 
And one of them denied. 


The signal-kiss of Judas 
Might seem less guilty than 
Peter’s loud curse affirming 


He never knew the Man. 


But Peter thrice was bidden 
To feed his Master’s sheep, 
While Judas was cast into 


His place in fiery deep. 


Apostles both, alike was 
The way that they were tried ; 
Yet Peter died a martyr, 


Judas a suicide. 


Peter—Judas. 


For Peter’s heart was faithful 
Until his sudden fall, 

While the curséd love of gold 
Held Judas’s in thrall. 


And bitterly did Peter 
Weep in the cold night air,— 
True penitent !—while Judas 
Departed in despair. 


True penitence, how great is 
Thy pow’r upon the soul !— 
Be ours, when we have fallen, 


To raise and make us whole. 
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LAYING THE FOUNDATION 
OF A CHURCH. 


THIS corner-stone we lay, 
In faith that He will own 
The work which we essay, 


Who is our Corner-stone. 


A fane we would prepare, 
Where we may seek His face, 
To be His house of prayer, 
And merey’s resting-place. 


But will the Lord indeed 
Dwell in our work of hands, 

Who doth the heavens exceed, 
And circle of all lands ? 


Wherever in His house 
Are gather’d two or three, 
There in the midst of them 
Hath He engag’d to be. 


Laying the Foundation of a Church. 


Then hear, O Lord, within 
Thy house, when we confess 


To Thee our guilt and sin, 


And when Thou hearest, bless. 


When we shall intercede 
For succour in distress, 

Give Thou of help the meed, 
And when Thou givest, bless. 


When we would ill remove 
With solemn litanies, 
Then from Thy throne above 


Hear us, and hearing bless. 


Whene’er we, sore opprest, 
Cry to Thee for redress, 

Vouchsafing calm and rest, 
Hear us, and hearing bless. 


Whene’er commencing aught, 
We pray for good success, 
Bring not our work to nought, 

But hear, and hearing bless. 
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Laying the Foundation of a Church. 


Sons of new birth, when we 
For ours shall ask no less, 
Then, Lord, with mercy free, 


Hear us, and hearing bless. 


When these shall seek increase 
Of grace, their promises 
Renewing, do not cease 


To hear, and hearing bless. 


When penitents, denied 
Into Thy courts access, 
Craving return, abide, 


Hear them, and hearing bless. 


When we seek heav’nly food, 


Fount of all holiness, 


“Give us Thy flesh and blood,— 


Give, and in giving bless. 


When loving hearts make vows 
Which the ring witnesses, 
Before Thine own true Spouse, 


Hear them, and hearing bless. 
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When women for Thine aid, 
In childbirth’s penalties, 
Give thanks, the tribute paid 

Accept, O Lord, and bless. 


‘When hence is borne a bier 
To the grave’s dark recess, 

With words of comfort there, 
Meet us, O Lord, and bless. 


When here Thy bishops call 
To sacred ministries, 
Their hands, where’er they fall, 


Own, and in owning bless. 


Thus what we hallow now, 
Make, Lord, the blest abode 
From whence Thy grace may flow, 


The mercy-seat of God. 
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THE PRAYER FOR UNITY. 


O Gop, the Father of our only Lord 
And Saviour Jesus Christ, the Prince of Peace, 
Give us grace seriously to lay to heart 
What dangers press, till our sad schisms cease ; 
All hate, and prejudice, and whatsoe’er 
Mars godly union and peace, remove,— 
That as there is one body, and one spirit, 
Hope of our calling one, one Lord above, 
One faith, one baptism, one God of all, 
One Father, so in heart and soul may we 
Be one, united in one holy bond 
Of truth and peace, of faith and charity, 
And with one mind and mouth for ever praise 
And glorify Thee ;—this, O Lord, we pray, 
For Jesus Christ, Thy Son, who sits in heav’n, 


With th’ Holy Ghost and Thee, one God for aye. 
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THE LITANY. 


O Gop of light and love, 
Father of heay’n above, 
Thee let our crying moye, 
Vile and in misery,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


O God the Son, our loss 
Who to redeem, the Cross 
Enduredst for us dross, 

Vile and in misery,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


O Holy Ghost, the meed 

Of grace, Who dost proceed 

From both, look on our need, 
Vile and in misery,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 
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The Intany. 


Our sins remember not, 

Nor our forefathers’ sin, 

Nor take Thou vengeance, Lord, 

For all that we have been,— 
Spare us, good Lord. 


Spare us, Thy people, spare 

Us, Lord, whom Thou wast born 
With precious blood to save, 
Nor us for ever scorn,— 


Spare us, good Lord. 


From evil and from sin, 
From Satan’s pow’r and spell, 
From Thine eternal wrath, 
And from the pains of hell, 


Save us, good Lord. 


From blinded heart and pride, 
Vainglory and deceit, 
From envy, malice, hate, 
And an unloying sp’rit, 
Save us, good Lord. 
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From fornication and 
All other deadly sin, 
Deceits of world, aad flesh, 
And devil fix’d within, 
Save us, good Lord. 


From lightning, tempest, plague, 
And pestilential breath,— 
From famine, battle’s rage, 
Murder, and sudden death, 

Save us, good Lord. 


From rebels’ secret plots, 
False doctrine, schism’s sword, 
Hardness of heart, contempt 
Of Thy command and word, 


Save us, good Lord. 


Incarnate! by Thy birth 
And circumcision, by 
Thy baptism, fasting, and 
Temptation’s mystery, 

Save us, good Lord. 
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By Thy dread agony 

And sweat of dropping blood, 
oe! Cross aad Passion, death,— 
a precious on vile wood,— 


Save us, good Lord. 


By Thine entombing, and 
Rising when rocks were rent, 
By Thine Ascension, and 
The Holy Ghost’s descent, 
Save us, good Lord. 


In tribulation’s time, 

And when we wealth essay, 
In th’ awful hour of death, 
And on the judgment-day, 


Save us, good Lord. 


We sinners Thee beseech, 
Vouchsafe, O Lord, we pray, 
Thine universal Church, 

To rule in the right way,— 


Hear us, good Lord, 
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Thy servant deign to keep 
And strengthen, Thee t’ adore 
With pure and holy life, 

Our Queen and Governor,— : 


Hear us, good Lord. 


Rule Thou her heart in Thy 

Faith, fear, and love; that true 

Affiance plac’d in Thee, 

She may Thy praise ensue,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


Defend and keep her, Lord, 
Give her the victory 
Over all foes; bless all 
The royal family,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


Ilume all bishops, priests, 
And deacons, Lord, that so 
They truly Thy blest Word 
May understand and know,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 
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The Litany. 


Both by their preaching and 

Living may they set forth, 

And shew accordingly, 

'Fhy pow’r to all the earth,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


With knowledge, wisdom, grace, 
The council, Lord, endue, 

Nobles and magistrates, 

T’ uphold what’s just and true,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


We pray Thee keep and bless 
All Thine own people, Lord, 
And make all nations one 

In peace and good accord,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


Give us an heart to love 
And dread Thee, and to strive, 
That we may in the way 
Of Thy commandments live,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


The Litany. 


Give all increase of grace, 
Meekly Thy Word to hear, 
Receive with pure love, and 
The Spirit’s fruits to bear,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


Bring back to ways of truth, 
From falsehood’s snares reliev’d, 
All those who, led astray, 

Have err’d and are deceiv’d,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


Such as do stand make strong, 
Comfort the weak of heart, 
And raise up them that fall, 
To tread down Satan’s art,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


Help, Lord, with Thy great might, 
Succour and comfort all 
Who are in danger, need, 
Or tribulation’s thrall,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 
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The Litany. 


Tray’lers by land or sea, 
Women in labour aid,— 
Sick, young,—and pity those 
Who are in fetters laid,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


Provide for orphans, let 
Thine eyes on widows fall, 
Th’ opprest and desolate,— 
Yea, mercy, Lord, for all,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


Our foes forgive, with those 
Who persecutions move, 

Or slander us, and turn 

Their hearts to truth and love,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


Preserve the kindly fruits 

Which earth bears in their prime, 
That we may use them, and 
Enjoy them in due time,— 


Hear us, good Lord. 


The Litany. 


Give us true penitence, 

Neglect, hid sins forgive, 

And grant us grace henceforth 

By Thy pure Word to live,— 
Hear us, good Lord. 


Son of God, hear, we pray, 
Son of God, hear, we pray. 


Sins That dost take away, 
Lamb of God, hear, we pray,— 
Thy peace afford. 


Sins That dost take away, 
Lamb of God, hear, we pray,— 
Mercy, good Lord. 


Hear, Jesu, hear, 
Have mercy, Lord ; 
Hear, Jesu, hear, 
Have mercy, Lord. 
Amen. 
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The Creed. 


THE CREED. 


In God the Father I believe, 
Who heay’n and earth did frame, 
And in His only Son our Lord,— 
Christ Jesus is His Name. 


Him did the Holy Ghost conceive, 
Of Virgin Mary born; 
Pilate condemn’d, and on the cross 


His tender frame was torn. 


He died, and in the grave was laid, 
Descended into hell, 

The third day rose again from death,— 
Angels the tale did tell. 


Ascended up to heay’n, and there 
Sits, of all pow’r the Head ; 

But at the end will come again, 
To judge both quick and dead. 


The Creed. 117 


I in the Holy Ghost believe, 
The Cath’lic Church, and in 
Communion of the saints, that are 
That holy Church within. 


And the forgiveness I believe, 
Of sins, however rife ; 

That our vile bodies shall be rais’d ; 
And everlasting life. 
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The Virgin. 


THE VIRGIN. 
Mary, Virgin-mother mild, 
Thou wast once a little child ;— 
Thee I’d set before mine eye, 


As thou wast in infancy. 


Thou wast holy, loving, pure, 


_And obedient, I am sure ; 


As on earth vouchsaf’d to be, 
Christ obedient unto thee. 


Who among all women blest, 
By th’ angelic voice confest, 
When thy womb was not abhor’d, 


Didst thy Saviour bear, and Lord. 


Help me, Virgin-born, to be 
Virginal and pure as she ; 

And by grace of Thine to prove 
Full as she of holy love. 


Mother Thou canst have but one, 
But where’er Thy will is done, 
In that heart Thou lovest well, 


As a favour’d home, to dwell. 


Kotunripiov. 


KOIMHTHPION. 


O KINDLY death, to lay 

Our poor dishonour’d clay 

Tn senselessness profound, 

Till the dread trumpet sound ! 


That while the soul doth rove 
To realms of fear or love, 

It *neath oblivion’s wing 
Should not know anything. 


For terrible and dread 
Would be our churchyard bed, 
Tf in the cold deep shade 


Our conscious selves were laid, 


Still feeling without form, 
And knowing when the worm 


Did crawl and riot where 


Love once had thought us fair. 
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Oh horror! dread, dread lot ! 
All loathsomely to rot 
And be dissolv’d, yet laid 


Still conscious, tho’ decay’d ! 


To know ourselves in dust, 

And those whom some thin crust 
Of cold earth doth divide, 

As we lie side by side. 


To be a self, not one 

In place, but where each bone 
Finds resting-place to lie, 

A scatiter’d unity. 


No more! we are not thus 
Disquieted,—for us 

The grave is, by God’s grace, 
A quiet resting-place ;— 


Where Christ’s own body laid, 
A three-days’ sojourn made, 
And rose, as ours shall rise 

To meet His in the skies. 


Christmas, 


CHRISTMAS. 


List! the Church’s festal chime, 
Heralding the appointed time, 
Bids us all with one accord 
Keep the birthday of our Lord. 


Who, the world’s amaze and scorn, 
In a lowly shed was born, 

Babe of David’s royal stem, 

In his city, Bethlehem. 


There was He in manger laid, — 
Mary, mother, ever maid, 

Joseph meek,—and near them all, 
Beasts stood in their lowly stall. 


Wonder! lo, creation’s Lord, 
By th’ angelic host ador’d, 
Weak in His own world doth lie, 
Hiding His Divinity. 
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Christmas. 


Born in time, th’ Eternal here, 
Want, Who filleth all, doth bear ; 
And a mother’s milk doth need, 


Who Himself doth all things feed. 


Yet not wholly unconfess’d 

Lies He there, that Infant blest,— 
Warn’d by th’ angel’s voice on high, 
Draw the gentle shepherds nigh. 


Taught the way by guiding star, 
Eastern sages come from far ; 
And this wondrous Babe before, 


Rare and costly gifts they pour,— 


What might kings to envy stir,— 
Gold, and frankincense, and myrrh. 
Lowly offer kings, while He 

Sits upon His mother’s knee. 


Know we Him in lowly guise, - 
Whom they thus do recognise ? 
Tis of God th’ Incarnate Son! 


*Tis th’ anointed Holy One! 
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Christmas. 


His the birth that now we wait 
Joyfully to celebrate ; 
With the shepherd’s heralding, 
While with sages gifts we bring. . 
A ¢ 
Praising Him, we spread abroad— 
Heettho’s born ¥ the Son of God; 
And our purgéd hearts present, 
As our best acknowledgment. 


Thus while we His birth with great 
Thankfulness do celebrate, 

We prepare us for the hour 

When He shall return with pow’r. 


For the Child in manger laid, 
Man for lost mankind was made ; 
And upon the cross to save, 
Died, descended to the grave, 


Rose again, and mounting high, 
Sits above in majesty,— 

Till He shall, of all things Head, 
Come to judge the quick and dead. 
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Christmas. 


Teach us, Lord, Thy lowly birth 
So to celebrate on earth, 
That with Thee return’d again, 


We may in Thy glory reign. 
t 


Rev. iii. 20. 


REV. iii. 20. 


TuHERE’s a little child comes knocking, 
Knocking at a closéd door, 

“Open,” cries He, “ open,” mocking 
Him who stands without no more. 

Jesus Christ is He who knocks,— 

Our clos’d heart His entrance blocks. 


Now He knocketh by the story 
Of His wondrous lowly birth,—-. 
How He left the realms of glory, 
And was born a Child on earth ;— 
Knocks, our gratitude to prove, 
For His condescending love. 


Rude and all unfit the dwelling 
He would find our hearts within, 
Fill’d with earthly cares and swelling 
Load of unrepented sin. 
Strive we to repent, and He 
Will not shrink our guest to be. 
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Rev. iii. 20. 


He who once was in the manger 
Of a lowly stable laid, 
Hardly houséd, as a stranger, 
In the world Himself had made, 
Humbly will vouchsafe to come, 


And make in our hearts His home. 


Christmas-day. 127 


CHRISTMAS-DAY. 


Hatt, happy morning, 
Hail to thy dawning! 
Jer Rilke tn is Sms Petts Abeen © 
Joyfelwe-seo-thy brikht rising, —a Sun 
Yin a> Brighter revealing, 
Risen with boakug, 


Wings His blest course of redemption to run. 


Angels are singing, 
Sages are bringing 

Gifts to the Child in a manger that’s laid ; 
And with hearts burning, 
Shepherds returning, 

Lowly proclaim Him the Born of a Maid. 


This witness bearing, 
We Church is declaring 
Unto meek worshippers met in her walls ; 
At the amazing 
News, our hearts raising : 


Are we preparéd to answer her calls ? 


128 Christmas-day. 


If so, on hearing, 
Haste we, all fearing, 
Lest we be late, our glad off’rings to pay ; 
Bringing, not merit, 
But body, spirit, 
F’en our whole selves, on His altar to lay. 


St. Stephen. 


ST. STEPHEN. 


First to follow on the road— 
Road of blood—which Jesus trod ; 
First of martyrs, Stephen, thou 
Palm of martyrs bearest now. 


And a noble army thee 

Prince and leader own to be,— 
Army which the martyrs’ King 
Homeward shall with glory bring. 


Blood of martyrs,—such the meed,— 
Is the Church’s fruitful seed,— 
More than fruitful sure was thine, 
First of all the martyrs’ line. 


Saul, who at thy stoning stood, 
Was the first-fruits of thy blood : 
Prince of martyrs thou, and he 
Prince of preachers soon to be. 
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130 St. Stephen. 


And from him in long array, 
From thy stoning till to-day, 
Flow’d on hath the wid’ning stream,— 
He for whom thou diedst their theme. 


If we may not hope to share 

In the crown which thou dost wear, 
This at least may God impart, 

Of His grace,—a martyr’s heart. 


St. John. 131 


ST. JOHN. 


FRIEND of th’ Incarnate! man of love! 
Who, like a refuge-seeking dove, 
Didst lay thy anxious head to rest 


Upon thy loving Saviour’s breast ;— 


Teach us, blest John, for ev’ry grief, 
From Him alone to seek relief, 
Who while He sojourn’d here below 
Felt ev’ry depth of human woe. 


Thee bore not to thy wish’d-for home, 
The rapid course of martyrdom ; 

But a long daily diesel restor’d 

To thine own much lovéd Lord, 


[her 


Teach us patiently to wait, 

When ourviwa make us desolate, 
With glad submission drinking up 
The dregs of our Redeemer’s cup. 


Till He, long-lov’d, with whom we bore 
The cross which He had borne before, 
Thy Friend, shall bid the sore-opprest 


Enter His own eternal rest. 
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INNOCENTS. 


Bases who, knowing not your high 
Glory, did for Jesus die ; 
On the Christmas sun’s decline 


Ye came forth as stars to shine ;— 


As if for the martyrs’ King 
Ye would thus an off’ring bring, 
And all pure and virginal, 


Form a glitt’ring coronal. 


Or as meet attendants drest 
In red crown and snowy vest, 
With your palms would wait upon 


Your meek Prince, the Virgin’s Son. 


Blessed martyrs, whom the womb 
Gave all stainless to the tomb ;— 
Tomb, about itself to be 

Womb of immortality : 


Innocents. 133 


In the penitential weeds 
I must wear for my misdeeds, 
How beyond all utt’rance fair 


Do your pure white robes appear ! 


Christ, by Whom, of pure ones Lord, 
Penitents are not abhor’d, 

Hear when shame doth bend me low,— 
Wash me, make me white as snow: 


That while these around Thee throng, 
I may, joining in their song, 
Raise my far-off voice to Thee,— 


Penitence with purity. 
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St. Luke xxi. 28. 


ST. LUKE xxi. 28. 


Lirt up your heads, ye mourners, 
Lift up your heads on high ; 
For, with the signs foretold, your 

Redemption draweth nigh. 


See in the sun are signs, in 
The moon and starry sky: 
On earth distress of nations ;— 
Redemption draweth nigh. 


The sea and waves are roaring, 
With fear, hearts failing die ; 
They look for what is coming ;— 

Redemption draweth nigh. 


The pow’rs of heav’n are shaking ; 
In glorious majesty, 

The Son of Man’s at hand, and 
Redemption draweth nigh. 


Summer is near, ye know, when 
The fig-tree’s bud ye spy ; 
So from these signs be sure that 


Redemption draweth nigh. 


Isaiah xxx. 19. 135 


ISAIAH xxx. 19. 


From the heart’s fountains 
Flows the salt tear,— 

For, pil’d in mountains, 
Sin lieth there. 


Ever flow, briny tears, 
Till ye find blood,— 
Blood that can calm your fears,— 


Streaming from wood. 


From the heart’s lips there 
Soundeth a ery,— 

Mercy, good Lord, hear, 
Hear, or I die. 


Cry without fainting, heart, 
Cease not the strife 

Till this prevailing art 
Win thee thy life. 
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Isaiah xxx. 19. 


Shall the tears streaming, 
And the loud ery, 

Gain me redeeming 
Mercy from high ? 


Yes; for the spirit, too, 
Groaneth, and He 

Weeps with thy weeping, who 
Died on the tree. 


Will, then, God’s quick’ning 
Spirit within 

Purge out this sick’ning 
Load of vile sin ? 


Doubt it not, contrite one,— 
And if thou ’dst know, 

Pray that God’s will be done, 
Bending thee low. 


Psalin li. 15. 


PSALM li. 15. 


GLAD hymns of praise when I would sing, 
A little voice comes whispering,— 
Confession is more meet for thee, 

With humbled heart and bended knee. 


Joy doth not mouth of fools beseem, 

While they with sighs their choice redeem ; 
Let saints and the pure-hearted sing,— 

So will each bear meet offering. 


Yet penitence may without wrong, 
Find place for her more humble song 8 ; 
She has her thankfulness to prove, 


And much forgiven, much to love. 


s “The blessed angels look and long 
To praise Thee with a worthier song, 
And yet our silence does Thee wrong.” 


Christian Year. 


137 


138 


Psalm ji. 15. 


Lips that are seeking to impart 

The utt’rance of a broken heart, 

The Lord Himself will ope to raise 

Their glad, though chasten’d, hymns of praise. 


Give me then penitence, good Lord, 
So shall my trembling song be heard, 
And with more buoyant notes combine 
To celebrate Thy love divine. 


Separation. 139 


SEPARATION, 


*‘Quoniam itaque deserebar tam magno ejus solatio, sau- 
ciabatur anima et quasi dilaniabatur vita, que una facta 
erat ex mea et illius.”—St. Aug. Confess., lib. ix. 3 30. 


MorueEr, for forty years 
We’ve liv’d and loy’d together ; 

We’ve shar’d our hopes and fears, 
Our fair and stormy weather. 


But now the God of love, 
He Whom thou servedst ever, 
Calls thee to realms above, 
Prepares our hearts to sever. 


Yea, ’tis thy God doth call,— 
Joy, joy to thee, my mother ; 
But I shall lose my all, 
My end, and have no other. 


No other end! thine all! 

Methinks I hear thee saying,— 
Those hasty words recall, 

Kneel down my child, and praying, 
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Separation. 


Prepare to kiss the rod : 

Our earthly ties are rending, 
But in His mercy God 

Some better ties is sending. 


Teach me, O God, my part, 
My darkling faith enlighten, 
Sustain my breaking heart, 


And more and more to brighten 


Cause Thou the path which o’er 
These mountains dark and dreary, 
Leads to th’ eternal shore, 
Where all is bright and cheery. 


The blow is past, and I 
Like some poor deer am stricken ; 
Lord, hear the moaning cry 


Of loneliness, and quicken 


Faith, which in darkness light, 
This mass of grief can leaven,— 
Give present peace and bright 


Foretaste of future heaven. - 


Separation. 141 


Not lost, but gone before, 
Still one in Christ abiding, 
She stands upon the shore, 
Where holy ones are hiding,— 


Till they, the freed, and they 
Whom this our earthly prison 

Held till the last great day, 
The changéd and the risen,— 


Yea, she and I once more 

In flesh, while earth is flaming, 
Our doom, the throne before, 

Shall hear the Judge proclaiming. 


Oh meeting dear and dread, 
Which calls on all believing, 

To strive till life be sped, 
And leaves no time for grieving ! 


Mother, T’ll think no more 

Of thee grown old and failing, 
T’ll wish thee back no more, 

Tl stifle all bewailing. 
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Tl think of thee in peace, 

Th’ archangel’s trump awaiting, 
Or when delay shall cease, 

God’s endless love relating. 


And strive while ’tis to-day, 
That free from sin and sorrow, 
Enjoy with thee I may 
That one eternal morrow. 


Sympathy. 143. 


SYMPATHY. 


Some spake of her,—twas kindly meant,— 
May God above reward them ; 

But all their words were idly spent,—- 
I wish I had not heard them. 


In truth, they sorrow’d not, and so 
Their words seem’d lightly spoken ; 
But sympathizing voices go 
Straight to the heart that’s broken. 


And so I would have others speak 
Of her from morn till even: 
Thus through the clouds of earth we break, 


And soar on high to heaven. 
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ECCLUS. x1. 1. 


WEARILY, wearily life ebbs away, 

While through its night-watches wait we the day,— 
Day of bright promises, which from afar 

Through the dark firmament shines like a star. 


Lovingly, lovingly sendeth the rod 
To His own children, our merciful God: 
Had it been good for us, and for our gain, 


He would have given us life without pain. 


Cheerily, cheerily wait we then all, 
Till the archangel’s loud trumpet shall call ; 
Patience for weariness learn we, and o’er 


Life’s many miseries murmur no more. 


Moriturus Mortue. 


MORITURUS MORTUZ. 


MortueERr, mother, I am coming,— 
He hath call’d who calléd thee; 
Without sight have I been loving, 


Now I come to love and see. 


Me from dangers to deliver, 
May angelic guards attend ; 
But, O mother, from the river 
Meet me when my steps ascend, 


Meet me, mother, meet me landing 
On the bright, eternal shore ;— 

Yes, methinks I see thee standing, 
There to meet and part no more. 


There, too, stands my father smiling ;— 


Yes, I see them, and I come: 


Cease, fond earth, thy vain beguiling, . 


Cease, for I am going home. 
co) 
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Moriturus Mortue. 


What hast thou, fond earth, alluring ? 
Why should I thine influence own ? 
I have tried thee,—nought enduring 


Couldst thou give me, fleeting one ! 


Mother, mother, I am coming,— 
He hath eall’d who calléd thee ; 
Without sight have I been loving, 


Now I come to love and see. 
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CANTICLES ii. 17. 


Tix the day break o’er the mountains 
And the shadows flee away, 
From our eyes the briny fountains, 


Streaming, oft will find their way. 


But a day is coming which shall 
Wipe the tear from ev’ry eye; 

When the saints of th’ universal 
Church shall be enthron’d on high. 


Through the night how often sorrow 
Wearieth, and cares annoy, 

Till there dawns a brighter morrow, 
And with morning cometh joy. 


So through life may toil and trouble 
Haunt, and idle dreams abound 

Tn our darkness, till the bubble 
Burst, and glory shine around. 


148 Canticles ii. 17. 


For a moment light affliction 
Here we may be call’d to bear ; 
Soon shall come the resurrection, 


Soon our Saviour shall appear. 


He hath all our sorrows tasted, 
He our every grief hath borne ; 
Once was He with anguish wasted, 


Once with thorns His brow was torn. 


They who suffer here in union 
With their lowly suffring H ead, 

Blissful courts, in sweet communion 
With Him, shall hereafter tread. 


Welcome, then, though life be sorrow, 
Soon about to flee away, 

When our earthly gloom shall borrow 
Hues of everlasting day. 


Tearlessness. 149 


TEARLESSNESS. 


**Premebam oculos ejus et confluebat in praecordia mea mes- 
titudo ingens, et transfluebat in lacrymas, ibidemque oculi 
mei violento animi imperio resorbebant fontem suum usque 
ad siccitatem.””—St. Aug. Confess., lib. ix. } 29. 

** Cum ecce corpus elatum est imus redimus sine lacrymis.”’—- 
Ibid. 3 32. 

I cxos’p her eyes and stood beside her bier 
Dry-eyed: for her there needed not a tear, 
And for myself, too deep a wound was there. 


Children can weep, and with light heart again 
Smile, all forgetful; but on me the chain 
Of menrry binds a long-enduring pain, 


If I should weep, then should I never cease ; 
Softly, but tearless, then I'll walk, release 
Till God shall grant,—then follow her in peace, 


Where tears are found not,—for without alloy, 
All there in blest reunion is joy, 
And songs for ever the redeem’d employ. 
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LONELINESS. 


WHILE others round me smile, 
If I forget awhile 
That I am all alone, 
Still earth, thou art most drear,— 
What ties are left me here ? 
Not one ;— 


Not one which can delay 
My wish to soar away 
From trial, pain, and care. 
My Saviour is above, 
And th¢ objects of my love 
Are there ;— 


Are there; in Jesus’ breast 
Eternally they rest : 

Once pain and grief they bore, 
Now pain is over, and 
Grief haunts the happy band 

No more. 


Loneliness. 151 


No more! Then silently 

To God’s decree will I, 
Submitting, Him adore 

With calm, resignéd heart, 

Till we shall meet to part 
No more. 
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Canticles i, 1O—18. 


CANTICLES ii. 10—13. 


My lov’d one spake to me; 

Rise up, my love, said he, 
My fair one, come away. 

The winter, lo, is past, 

The rain is gone at last, 


And all the earth is gay. 


Returning flowers appear, 
Singing of birds I hear ; 

I hear the turtle’s voice ;— 
Lo! here the fig-tree seen, 
Blooming, doth in her green 


Burden of fruit rejoice. 


And there the tender vines, 
Festoon’d in wavy lines, 

Bud forth on every spray, 
Perfuming all the skies ;— 
Rise, then, my love, arise, 


My fair one, come away. 


The Happy Land. 153 


THE HAPPY LAND. 


THERE is a land where sorrow 
Hath never found a place ; 

Nor shall it ever follow 
Thither our haunted race ;— 


A land of light and glory 
From an unearthly sun, 
Where youth shall ne’er grow hoary, 


Nor age’s race be run; 


Where is no more vexation, 
Unquiet or unrest, 

For ’tis the habitation— 
Theirs only—of the blest. 


No more shall there be pining 
Of hearts misunderstood ;— 

There light is ever shining, 
There all is clear and good. 
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The Happy Land. 


God sitteth there enthronéd,— 
And Jesus Christ is there,— 

With those whom He hath ownéd, 
Who were His people here. 


And they are weak no longer, 
Nor tempted unto sin ; 
Their love and peace are stronger, 


That happy land within, 


Than they had e’er attainéd 
While walking upon earth,— 
For there, in bliss, they’ve gainéd 
Fall fruit of their new birth. 


Oh shall it e’er be given 
To me, that blessed band 
To join above in heaven P— 


For heay’n’s that happy land. 


INDEX. 


A CHAIN, a chain is o’er me,—in my youth 
Ah no! no idle faith our Lord demands 
Another week hath past . . 

As in God’s works no end our senses find . 
As the trav’ler who knows an oasis is near 
As when the purple flowret’s early bloom 


Babes who, knowing not your high . 
Bright are the twinkling stars above 


First to follow on the road . 
Friend of th’ Incarnate! man of love! 
From the heart’s fountains 


Gay as the painted butterfly 
Glad hymns of praise when I would sing . 
God Who of peace the Author art. . 


Hail, happy morning ! é 
His Board is spread, shall I then come? . 
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156 INDEX. 


Holy, holy, holy Three 
How frail the world! in summer’s glorious morn 
How great a gift to pure-eye’d faith is giv’n 


I clos’d her eyes and stood beside her bier 

I'm growing old . 7 x 

In God the Father I believe : . ° 

I saw a great white throne, and on it One 

I thank Thee, Lord, for all Thy mercies giv’n . 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, mine own, my native soil 


Lift up your heads, ye mourners 

List! the Church's festal chime. s . 
Long wish’d, and long delay’d, at length appear 
Lord Jesu, who, for sinners slain 


Mary, Virgin-mother mild 

Mother, for forty years. “4 . . . 
Mother, mother, I am coming 

My lov'd one spake tome . 


O burning load of sin. . 

O charity, thou bond of peace 

O faith, O holy faith . . 
Offended by the blaze of day. 

O God, I ask a little grace . 

O Godgof light and love : 
O God, the Father of our only Lord . 
O God, who dost the sinner hear 
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Oh bewail not the dead, for their troubles are o’er . = oe 
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Oh yes, there is a chast’ning pow’r . A = 2 : 64 
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O Lord, increase my faith . . c 7 3 - : 16 
O Lord, my heart doth quake for fear . : : . 75 
O Lord, my heart is parch’d and dry ° é A é 65 
O Lord, Thou art in heav’n and we on earth . 7 : 50 
Our Saviour Christ from earth's pure womb . é * 57 


Placid days of autumn closing . . s : 3 z 41 


See’st thou the butterfly flutt’ring on high? . ; F 9 
See, while the stars are falling, how . F - F 85 
Silence! we tread on holy ground . - c 2 ° 61 


Sin! I am thine unwilling slave F ‘ 3 F 31 
Sleep, gentle sleep, with early dawn retire Z P P 46 
Some spake of her,—’twas kindly meant . z P - 148 
Sure these are times the Lord foretold. 2 C . 78 


Sweet boy, with bright dishevell’d hair . : 7 Z 80 


That little happy voice Z é . . 96 
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158 INDEX. 


This corner-stone we lay . ‘ 3 


Thousands of white-rob’d saints are standing now . 


Threefold in form - S ‘ 5 
Till the day break o’er the mountains 
Tis eve, creation sinks to rest . . 
To God, when earthly pleasures fade 
To Thee, our Father, thron’d on high 
To the precious Son of God . : . 


Unclean! unclean !—in days of old 
Vain, vain is all this empty show 


‘Wake up, my giory—wake, my lute . 
Wearily, wearily life ebbs away a 
When Peter had denied his captive Lord . 
When sorrows reign 


While others round me smile 


With funeral pomp we buried him, with scutcheon and with 


plume . : . 
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PSALM XXVII. 11. 


“Leave me not, neither forsake me, O God of 
my salvation.”’ 


FAINT and weary 

O’er the dreary 

Paths of life, while I am straying, 
Spirit holy, 

Help me, lowly, 

Lest the Judge no more delaying 
Call me, scaréd, 

Unpreparéd, 

And entreating longer trial, 

Tho’ the dawning 

Of the morning 

Call, admitting no denial. 


Psalm xxvii. 11. 


With caresses ‘ 

Earth oppresses, 

Fleshly lusts are aye assailing ; 

Of Thy mighty 

Power and pity, 

Keep, oh! keep them from prevailing. 
Satan ever 

Me to sever 

From my Saviour’s side is scheming ; 
Jesu, bruising 

Down th’ accusing 

Fiend, appear, my soul redeeming. 


In my tender 

Years I’d render 

Unto God my whole behayiour ; 
And when hoary, 

All my glory 

Still should be to serve my Saviour. 
Ne’er then leave me, 

Nor bereave me 

Of Thy presence, Lord Almighty ; 
Now is sorrow ; 

But to-morrow 

May reveal th’ eternal city. 


Psalm xxvii. 11. 


Then earth’s bubble, 

Toil, and trouble 

Shall my refuge ne’er discover ; 
While I wander, 

Pleas’d to ponder 

Joys obtain’d and sorrows over. 
Till th’ awaking 

Trumpet, shaking 

Death’s dim realms, makes proclamation ; 
Body, spirit, 

Join’d inherit 

Perfect bliss and consummation. 
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Pity me. 


PITY ME. 


Wuat is man’s estate? a vain 
Search for rest and flight from pain ; 
’ Tis a trial where the strife 
Endeth only with our life. 
None have I to help but Thee ; 
Fount of mercy ! pity me. 


When the world comes sweeping by 

With its pomp and bravery, 

And my half persuaded heart 

Scarce can choose the wiser part ; 
Ere I fail I’ll flee to Thee ; 
Fount of-mercy ! pity me. 


When in dread temptation’s hour 
Satan puts forth all his power, 
Till my soul doth shrink, and sin 
Seems about to enter in ; 
Sore oppress’d Ill flee to Thee ; 
Fount of mercy ! pity me. 


Pity me. 


When the sins of bygone years 

Fill my guilty soul with fears, 

And th’ accuser standing by 

Bids me to despair and die, 
Trembling, then, I’ll flee to Thee ; 
Fount of mercy! pity me. 


When, by some fresh open’d grave, 
Grief, like an o’erwhelming wave, 
Surges o’er me ; when bereft, 
Scath’d, and lonely I am left, 
Bath’d in tears, I’ll flee to Thee ; 
Fount of mercy ! pity me. 


When proclaim th’ approach of death 
Flickering pulse and gasping breath, 
And, as heralds of the tomb, 
** Haste thee,” say, ‘‘thy time is come,” 
In my need I'll flee to Thee ; 
Fount of merey! pity me. 


When before the Judge’s throne, 

Trembling foes their piere’d One own, 

And His saints triumphant sing ; 

*¢Joy! ‘tis He, our Saviour-King,”— 
Then, oh! then, I’ll flee to Thee ; 
Fount of mercy! pity me. 
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‘O é€uds pws éoratpwrat. 


‘O éuds pws érravpwrat. 


Way should not the streaming tear 
In my cheeks a furrow wear ? 

Why should not the bursting sigh 
Break out from mine heart, when I 
Think that Christ for me hath died, 
And my love was crucified ? 


*Twas the sin which I have done, 
Brought Him from His heav’nly throne, 
Crown’d with cruel thorns His brow, 
Piere’d His hands, His head did bow ; 
Mine the stains of guilt to hide, 

That my love was crucified. 


Tears are sweet, and sighs relieve 
Hearts that o’er their errors grieve ; 
Why, oh! why then, should not I 
For my sin both weep and sigh ? 
Sin for which my Saviour died, 
And my love was crucified. 


Choice. 13 


CHOICE. 


Tuis were the best, my God :— 
A heart so set above, 
So fill’d with heav’nly love 
And wrapt up in desire, 
Like a fierce glowing fire, 
As to be wholly freed 
From ey’ry worldly greed, 
And phantasies that roam 
In search of wealth or home, 
The bliss of nuptial ties, 
Or filial charities, 
And find them but in Thee ; 
Home, wealth from evil free, 
Father and mother, wife 
And children, second life, 
All in the deep abyss 
Of Thee, mine only bliss, — 
This were the best, my God. 


Choice. 


But this were also good :— 
Should my weak fainting heart 
Receive not this high part, 
And shrink to trace alone 
The way which Christ hath gone, 
Who had not where to lay 
His head, nor earthly stay ; 
That then, benign, for me 
In mine infirmity 
Thou shouldest, Lord, entwine 
Both olive branch and vine, 
Children to rear for Thee, 

Wife an help meet to be ; 
And so while I abuse 

Not blessings which I use, 

To Thee above the skies, 

My grateful heart may rise ;— 

This, Lord, were also good. 


Which shall I choose, then, Lord ? 
The best if Thou shalt give 
Grace to me thus to live ; 

But I would wait Thy call, 
Nor guide myself at all ; 
I am too weak, in Thee | 


Chotce. 15 


My choice must hidden be ; 
Point out to me the road ! 
Choose for me, Omy God ! 
This only I implore, 
Make plain Thy way before 
Thy servant's face, O Lord, 
And guidance clear afford ; 
The leading of Thine hand 
My footsteps shall command, 
And if I hear Thee say, 
Walk thou in this My way,— 
That would I choose, O Lord. 


16 Church Bells. 


CHURCH BELLS. 


On Sunday, January 18th (2nd Epiph.), 1857, being a very 
clear bright morning, the bells of many neighbouring Churches 
were heard at Fledborough ringing for Morning Prayers, and _ 
among them the tolling of a bell at Thorney was distinctly 
recognized: the Holy Communion was to be administered at 
Fledborough on that day. 


BRIGHTLY in the frosty morning 
Shone the bright approving sun, 
Where, the crispéd meads adorning, 
Trent his wintry course did run. 


Sounds were none of toiling people, 
Beasts were resting in their stall ; 

Only from each church’s steeple 
Came the prayer-announcing call. 


Many a peal of sweetly chiming 
Bells, the Priest of Fledborough heard, 
While he stood the moments timing, 
Till he should proclaim God’s word. 


But from his own Church’s tower, 
By the frost bespangled stream, 

Came with deepest, holiest power, 
Sounds exciting mem’ry’s dream. 


Church Bells. Me 


There an holy slumber sleeping 
By the holy chancel wall, 

Cause of mingled thanks and weeping, 
‘Who was once his earthly all, 


Rests his holy widow’d mother ; 
Where on ev’ry holy morn 

She was wont to worship, thither 
For her place of resting borne. 


Musing thus in hope’s sweet sadness, 
While he stands prepar’d, alone, 
Where he once had own’d in gladness, 
Now in grief, God’s love to own. 


From a Church, whose firm foundation, 
Neath tall trees’ embow’ring shade, 
(Grateful mem’ry’s fond oblation) 
By the sleeping saint was laid, 


Came responsive echoes, telling 
Of another chancel wall, 

Where by his ancestral dwelling 
On a tomb the shadows fall. 
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Church Bells. 


There his Father, by the billow 
Of life’s ocean toss’d no more, 
Sleeps, earth’s fost’ring breast his pillow, 
And his fitful voyage o’er. 


Thus, where each had died reposing, 
Rest their forms in calm decay, 

Till there dawn upon the closing 
Scenes of earth, the Judgment Day. 


Bells above them, sweetly sounding, 
Ever to each other call ; 

Spring up thoughts of peace abounding, 
Where your drawn out echoes fall. 


As ye cease, divinely blending, 

Pray’r and praise shall mingled flow ; 
In sweet incense clouds ascending 

To heay’n’s gate from earth below. 


Though to ear of flesh their voices 
Pass not out the Church’s door ; 

They are heard, so faith rejoices 
To believe, God’s throne before, 


Church Bells. 19 


Not more clearly your sweet ringing 
Notes combine in human ear, 

Than faith’s pray’r and joy’s thanksgiving 
Are both heard and answer’d there ; 


But shall they, who still the weary 
Strife endure, be heard alone ? 

Shall no brighter notes of cheery 
Triumph that glad chorus own? 


No, forbid it faith, where holy 
Saints in expectation rest, 

Voices mingle with the lowly 
Prayers by our weak lips address’d. 


To thy prayers then, Priest,—the altar 
Stands prepar’d, its mysteries own, 

There thou (shall thy faith not falter) 

_ Wilt not even feel alone. 


There where angels worship ever, 
No chill separation know 

Those who rest in Christ, to sever 
Meek and loving hearts below. 
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Rest in Heaven. 


REST IN HEAVEN. 


Turn, Lord, I need whereon to rest, 

For like a bird without a nest, 

My ever flutt’ring heart doth roam, 

Now here, now there, to find a home, 
But not a home doth find. 


Mere acting all, and idle show, 

Seem all things here on earth below, 

Shadows surround, and nothing real ; 

When shall the breaking dawn reveal 
Things of another kind ? 


They have gone hence whom once I loy’d, 

And, by experience taught, I’ve prov’d 

Tho’ youth may hope, and earth may smile, 

And our weak hearts be sooth’d awhile, 
There is no rest below. 


Nor be there! ne’er in judgment give, 

Lord, rest on earth ; still, while we live, 

Let rest above fill all our dreams, 

And our affection’s holy streams - 
Upward for ever flow. 


But if on earth with peace and rest 
By Thy good gifts I should be blest, 
Grant, Lord, that all the more for this, 
With prospect of eternal bliss 

My thankful heart may glow. 


M. E. N., died Feb. 26th, 1856. 21 


M. E. N., DIED Fes. 26th, 1856. 


WHEN the year was dreary, 
And the days were cold, 
Of the dark earth weary, 
She thought of Jesu’s fold ; 
And she went away. 


Scatter’d was the white snow 
Thinly by the wind ; 
Howling did the blast blow 
Round those she left behind, 
When she went away. 


But the days were growing 
Longer, and the spring 
Hasted of bright blowing 
Flowers a wreath to bring, 
When she went away. 


And where she is sleeping, 
*Neath the Church’s shade, 
There a wreath love, weeping, 
O’er her grave hath laid, 
When she went away. 
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M. E. N., died Feb. 26th, 1856. 


And the buds affection 
Laid upon the sod, 
Tell of resurrection, 
And union in God, 
Tho’ she went away. 


Then, bless ye, bright spring flow’rs, 
Peeping through the snow ; 
There were no leafy bow’rs, 
There was no summer glow, 
When she went away. 


But your silent voices, 
Brought a soothing balm ; 
And the heart rejoices, 
In a sweet sorrow calm, 
Tho’ she went away. 


Idle mirth and laughter 
May be ever gone ; 
But we trust hereafter 
To join, when life is done, 
Her that went away. 


And we will not sorrow, 
As of hope bereft ; 
God may call to-morrow 
For those whom she hath left, 
When she went away. 


Guy's Death. 23 


GUY’S DEATH.—/ Heir of Redelyffe. ) 


SLEEP and a pray’r, a pray’r and sleep again ! 

Calm was his heart, his body free from pain ; 

Hope for earth dead, for heaven bright and clear, 

Lift up from things beneath and fix’d in fulness there. _ 


As morning dawn’d the Church bell rang for prayer, 
While rosy streaks on Alpine heights appear ; 

His pulse was almost gone, his hand was cold, 

Whom in unloath’d embrace death’s closing arms did fold. 


Just as the sun did rise and streaming light 
Pour’d in, a smile most beautiful, most bright, 
Beam’d on his face, then past were all his hours 
Of strife, and he beheld another dawn than ours. 


One struggle see for breath, one glance of pain, 

Then his lips move, but all is calm again. 

O saint, what dost thou whisper as thou diest? 

Listen !—’tis peace, goodwill, and glory in the highest. 


And then, ‘‘the prayer,” —she read it, she the-bride 
Began, and widow ended as he died. 

How long she knew not life in death did hover, 

But as she said ‘* Amen,” she saw that all was over. 


Enquiry. 


ENQUIRY. 


WuHeEre art thou? far above 
This sublunary scene ; 
As sits the meek-eyed dove, 
High in some leafy screen :— 
Where, mother, where ? 


Or in some central shade, 
Hush’d in a calm repose ; 
As flow’rs beneath the glade 
Hide till the south wind blows :— 
Where, mother, where ? 


I know not! this alone 
I know, thou art in peace ; 
Thou art where Christ His own 
Doth shelter in deep peace ; 
There, mother, there! 


After reading a Sermow. 


AFTER READING A SERMON ON 


YET a little while and He, 

In sublimest majesty, 

Who was once, in lowly guise, 
Made for us a sacrifice, 

Shall descend in pomp and pow’r, 
While His foes before Him cow’r, 
In that dread yet wish’d for hour. 


When of days shall dawn the day, 
And the shadows flee away, 

Sleepers from the grave shall spring, 
Loud th’Archangel’s trump shall ring ; 
Seated on the great white throne, 
Saints with joy their Saviour own, 
And despairing lost ones groan. 


Slain for sinners, slain for me, 

I the Son of Man shall see ; 
Seeking in the Crucified 

All my guilt and shame to hide ; 
Where, beyond all utterance blest, 
Hush’d upon their Saviour’s breast, 
Longing hearts for ever rest. 


JOB XIX. 25, 26, 27, By Rev. C. A. WEST. 
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After reading a Sermon. 


Full will then be all our joy, 

And our bliss without alloy ; 

Where the Lamb doth lead His own, 
Change shall never more be known ; 
Death from pain hath brought release, 
Christ hath bid temptation cease, 
Doubt hath pass’d, and all is peace. 


Stage’ring faith can scarce believe 
Christ shall such a glory give 

Unto those whom He redeems ; 

To her burden’d sense it seems 
Like a dream, that we shall be 
From death, sin, and suffering free, 
Healéd everlastingly. 


But the word of God hath pass’d, 

To the found in Christ at last ; 

He hath made them fellow heirs, 

And His rising, pledge of theirs, 

To the joys at God’s right hand, 
Which no thought of man hath scann’d, 
Eye hath seen, or wisdom plann’d. 


What then, brethren, do we here ? 
What is our desire and pray’r? 
Does the risen Saviour claim 

All our hearts? and is our aim 
Aye to seek the things above, 
And with Christ our union proye, 
By obedience, faith, and love ? 


Communion. 


N 


COMMUNION. 


From the land where spirits dwell 
Voices come, they speak to me, 
Wafted how I cannot tell, 
Speak, oh ! so movingly ! 


To my spirit’s inmost home, 
Welling as from secret springs, 

With a speaking silence come, 
Inly breath’d whisperings. 


Talk of absent ones no more, 

Hush’d the heart their presence feels, 
Calmly from th’ unruffled shore, 

God’s dwelling place, it steals. 


How and why doth spring the bliss 
Which I feel, I cannot tell, 
This alone I know it is 
Real and unspeakable. 
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28 ‘* Whose service is perfect freedom.’ 


“WHOSE SERVICE IS PERFECT FREEDOM.” 
Second Collect, Mattins. 


: 


Say what is liberty ? escape 

From slavery in ev’ry shape ? 

O Thou, whom while I serve I’m free, 
*Tis to serve Thee. 


And what is happiness? t’ enjoy 
Comfort and peace without alloy ? 
This too, I have both found and see 
Is to serve Thee. 


Yes, this can blunt the sharpest sting 
Of ev’ry woe the world can bring, 

For hell itself no hell would be, 
Could I serve Thee. 


Fils Falling. 29 


FILMS FALLING. 


I sEE, ah no! but 1 begin to see 

How far my feet have wanderéd from Thee ; 

Teach me, O Thou, whom yet my pray’r may move, 

Where am I? how far banish’d from Thy love ? 
What have I done? 


Is there yet hope? can penitential tears 
Ker find a refuge, where tormenting fears 
May be at length assuag’d, remorse beset 
My flutt’ring heart no more, and I forget 
What I have done ? 


Once I was vile, and knew it not ; in part 

I know it now, it gnaws my sick’ning heart, 

E’en tho’ I faint, I would in grief explore 

(Taught and reproy’d at once) yet more and more, 
What I have done. 


O Thou! who once upon th’ accursed tree 
Didst like the serpent hang, and die for me, 
Purge off the film from my sin-darken’d eye, 


That I may see aright before I die, 
What I have done ; 


May flee in faith to that sin-purging fount, 
Which Thou didst ope on Thy blood-sprinkled mount, 
And of Thy endless mercy, Lord, may win 
Pardon for all my guilt, and all the sin 
That I have done, 
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Safely Landed. 


SAFELY LANDED. 


SAFELY landed on the shore 

Where, by billows toss’d no more, 

Faithful souls for ever rest 

On their loving Saviour’s breast : 
She is safe, safe for ever. 


While there’s trouble on the wing, 
And each day its care doth bring, 
While without us and within 
We endure the fruit of sin ; 

She is safe, safe for ever. 


Those she lov’d may be in pain 

Or in want, whom she would fain 

Have assisted, but no grief 

Can touch her, however brief : 
She is safe, safe for ever. 


Hasten, Lord, we pray, the hour 

Of Thy coming in Thy pow’r 

And Thy majesty, that there 

We may join her shortly, where— 
She is safe, safe for ever. 


“ Taken away from the evil to come.” 31 


“TAKEN AWAY FROM THE EVIL TO COME.” 


Tsaiah lvii. 1. 


I HAD a mother once, she was my all ; 
I have no child to call 

Me father, not a wife, 

No sister, all my life 

Was in her life bound up, 

But she is dead, thank God ! 


For evil days have come, that would have borne 
Her spirit down, and worn 

Her gentle mind, but she 

From care is wholly free ; 

She has not drunk this cup, 

For she is dead, thank God ! 


32 “ Taken away from the evil to come.” 


In the Lord’s hand her placid soul doth rest ; 
Calm is her loving breast ; 

For her the friendly grave 

Has gain’d a quiet cave,* 

Where she is safe, safe, safe, 

For she is dead, thank God ! 


Then I will gird me to my work, alone 
If I must stand, alone 

T shall endure, my loss 

Is her great gain, this cross 

My side alone can chafe, 

For she is dead, thank God ! 


* “When clouds, awoke by sorrow’s wand, 
Come o’er the soul in heaviness, 
Sweet is the thought of Heay’n beyond 
A cave of holy quietness.” 


Thoughts in Past Years. 


Cordial, 


CORDIAL. 


WEAK and worn one, trembling, dying, 
Why so cheerless art thou lying ? 
Death’s embrace why should’st thou flee ? 
There is One that died for thee. 


Death for thee in Him forgiven 
Opes th’ eternal gates of heaven ; 
What though sharp the passage be, 
Thy Redeemer waits for thee. 


He, when this brief strife is over, 
All His glories shall discover ; 
And what now no eye can see, 
Faint one! will He shew to thee. 


Dost thou shrink at thoughts of leaving 
Those who now are round thee grieving ? 
Loy’d ones gone before will be 
_ Waiting there to welcome thee. 


Cast away, then, thoughts of sorrow, _ 
And prepare for that bright morrow, _ 
When the guards of heav’n shall be 
Sent, thou trembling one, for thee. 
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The Request. 


THE REQUEST. 


Some work to do I erav’d, 
My God, for Thee ; 

Lowly work, as befits 
Unworthy me. 


Was my prayer heard? methought 
The careless air 

Dispers’d it, but I found 
Something to bear. 


Weak weary days uncheer’d 
By one earess ; 

A self-accusing heart, 
And loneliness. 


And Thou didst whisper, Lord, 
This was Thy will, 

And that my work for Thee 
Was to sit still, 


And bear Thy rod; my God 
I bow to Thee ; 

This be my work, and Thou 
My company. 


The Rencontre. 


THE RENCONTRE. 


I met, when I was walking 
As usual one day, 

Death, as about his business, 
He chane’d to pass that way. 


Quoth I, where art thou going, 
What may thine errand be? 
Said Death, for thee I’m looking, 

Mine errand is to thee. 


Oh ! surely not, I answered, 
Thou canst have nought to say 

To me! I’ve work before me 
Will last for many a day. 


And so, I’m not preparéd, 
Indeed, I’ve much to do 
Before I shall be ready, 
O Death, to go with you. 


I never should have fancied, 
That you would come so soon ; 
Return when it is even. 
See, now it is but noon. 


36 The Rencontre. 


Death shook his bony head then, 
With something like a grin, 
And said, ‘‘ With these excuses 

I can’t be taken in :” 


**Tt is the old, old story, 
_None e’er would ready be, 
Did I await their pleasure ; 
Come, come along with me.” 


So Death and I are going, 
See, hand in hand away ; 

For whom he will be calling 
To-morrow, who shall say ? 


The Sinner and the Saviour. 


THE SINNER AND THE SAVIOUR. 


Lorp, I am sin! 

My heart within 

Reeks with it, and I shrink 
With horror, when I think 
What I have been 

And must be seen 

By Thee, who art all pure, 


And canst not sin endure. 


Oh me! Oh me! 
How shall I flee 
From Thine all-seeing eye, 
And mine own memory ! 
The past doth seem 

Like a dark dream 3 
But other dreams depart, 
This clings around my heart. 

B 
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The Sinner and the Saviour. 


Child, I am love, 

Th’ affrighted dove 

Hies to its hidden rest ; 
And to my loving breast 
Thou mayest fly ; 

Did not I die 

For thee, that I might win 
Pardon for all thy sin ? 


Come unto me, 

And thou shalt be 

Forgiven ; holy balm 

Thy trembling heart shall calm ; 
I who know all 

Thy past, yet call, 

That by my blood I may 

Purge all thy guilt away. 


“Qui autem,” de. 39 


* Qui autem desiderat, sicut dicit Apostolus, dissolvi et esse cum 
Christo, non patienter moritur; sed patienter vivit, delectabiliter 
moritur.”’—St, Aug. in I. Ep. St. Joan, 4,17, 21; Tr. 9§ 2, vol. 3 
col 2571—Zd. Ben. Par. 


SHE lived—oh, how patiently ! 
“She ditd—how delightingly ! 
Pain rack’d her frame! but her meek soul 


Waited in peace, then sped, and sought the goal. 
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Canticles ii. 16. 


CANTICLES mu. 16. 


**My beloved is mine, and I am his.”’ 


Deep within my heart there lies, 
What my faith to utter tries ; 
Claiming of my Saviour this, 

He is mine, and I am His. 


While to some, by gift of heav’n, 
Relatives and friends are giv’n ; 
Mine for friends and kin be this, 
He is mine, and I am His. 


If, while sorrows close around, 
Dark and drear the days be found ; 
Be my joy and comfort this, 

He is mine, and I am His. 


Earthly wealth let some pursue, 
Others honour as their due ; 

Be my wealth and honour this, 
He is mine, and I am His. 


Oanticles ii. 16. 


When my flutt’ring pulse shall fail, 
As I enter death’s dim vale ; 

Be my parting cordial this, 

He is mine, and J am His, 


For my love is God’s own Son, 
By whose grace, if heav’n be won, 
This will be my perfect bliss, 

He is mine, and I am His. 
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42 O. N., Died August 31st, 1859. 


C. N., DIED AUGUST 81st, 1859. AT — WELLS. 


No BELL was toll’d for her, 
She died away from home, 
Where they love not the sights 
Or sounds of death to come. 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
We took our dead in haste ; 
And, as it were by stealth, 
Our way of grief we pass’d. 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
As without mourning train 
We sought, with her remains, 
Her parents’ home again. 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
Her mother dying lay ; 

So silently we pass’d 
Along the funeral way, 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
Till at the Church’s door, 

We heard of Him who rose 
To go His Saints before. 


C. N., Died August 31st, 1859. 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
But holy words were said, 

And He proclaim’d, the life 
Of all the holy dead. 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
Oh! can we not receive 
The lesson, that for her 
There was no need to grieve. 


No bell was toll’d for her, 
In silence to repose 
We left her, when the grave 


O’er her lov’d form did close. 


And in the silent place 


She would have lov’d the best ; 


In unforgetting hearts 
Shall her sweet memory rest. 
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44 On a Marriage Three Weeks before Lent. 


ON A MARRIAGE THREE WEEKS BEFORE 
LENT. 


_ Txov, Lord, who know’st the heart’s offence, 
Canst lead that heart to penitence 
And holy ways, 
By varied paths of grief or joy, 
For ey’ry mean, Thou dost employ, 
Shall work Thy praise. 


Lent after Lent Thy loving call 

Is heard around us, bidding all 
Sorrow for sin ; 

Their hearts’ polluting guilt confess, 

And cleanse them from the bitterness 
That lurks within. 


Sometimes Thou dost the call enforce 
By some o’erflowings from the source 
Of grief or pain, \ 
To wring the black drops from the heart, 
And cleanse it, by this healing smart, 
From earthly stain, 


On a Marriage Three Weeks before Lent. 


Sometimes, in solitude to live, 
Thou dost of sympathy deprive 
Sheep of Thy fold, 
That their drear hearts may turn to Thee, 
Fountain of benison ! to be 
By Thee consol’d. 


At other times, Thou would’st by love 
And tenderness of mercy prove 

Thy deep concern ; 
Yea, Thou would’st happiness employ 
To draw us, and by very joy 

Lead us to turn 


From our unloving ways, and find 

Both penitence and joy combin’d 
In happy sorrow, 

So interchangeably meek joy 

And grief, when purg’d from sin’s alloy, 
Their hues can borrow. 


Never so deep the thrilling sense 
Of inly humbled penitence 
Fills all the heart, 
As when love’s gifts are sent to bless 
Our self-confess’d unworthiness, 
With melting art. 
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46 On a Marriage Three Weeks before Lent. 


Oft will the wilful heart rebel ; 
Harden’d in solitude will dwell ; 
Heed not the call 
Of chastisements ; ’gainst grief and pain 
Strive sullenly, and still disdain 
Humbled to fall ; 


Till some lov’d sympathizing heart 

Rouse it to take a better part ; 
And earthly love 

Break down the barriers that deny 

Full entrance to the love that aye 
Streams from above. 


As to true penitents resign’d 

Peace in God’s chastisements to find, 
Penance is joy ; 

So joy to penitence may call 

The heart that realizes all 
Its own alloy. 


Then Lent shall be together spent, 

Nor yet my thoughts for penitent 
Unmeet shall be ; 

For Thou shalt hallow all my love, 

And all my joy a guidance prove, 
O God, to Thee. 


Trust. 


TRUST. 


Lorp, I have trusted all to Thee, 
For time and for eternity ; 

My hopes and fears, 

My smiles and tears, 

All, Lord, to Thee. 


That which is past, all, Lord, to Thee, 
That mercy may be shown to me. 

Bid me to live, 

Say, I forgive 

Thy sin to thee. 


That which is present, all to Thee, 
That guidance may be given me. 
Be Thou my stay, 

Shew me Thy way, 

And lead Thou me. 
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Trust. 


The future too, Lord, all to Thee, 
That richer grace be given me ; 
Make me t’ adore 


Thee more and more, 
And live for Thee. 


So now, Lord, I am wholly Thine, 
E’en self shall be no longer mine ; 
Thy hand alone 

Tn all I own, 

And trust to Thee. 


Life. 


LIFE. 


Set me free, set me free, 

And on the vast illimitable sea 

Of timeless time, eternity, 
Launch me. 


Make me pure, make me pure, 
Thou whose atonement, ever to endure, 
Doth of all sin and ill the cure 

Ensure. 


Who would stay, who would stay, 
Confin’d in this frail tenement of clay, 
When frailty may be cast away 

For aye? 


Keep me not, keep me not, 


Prison’d by your dear looks to this dark spot, 


Lov’d ones! by me you will be not 
Forgot. 
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50 Life. 


And you will think of one 
Freed now from soils and stains of earth, and gone 
No more despairing or alone 

To moan. 


Follow me, follow me, 
Borne up by faith, and hope, and charity ; 
Come to the fount of purity 

With me. 


Set me free, set me free, 

Blind am I now, and I do yearn to see, 

And that sure hope for doubt may be 
Giv’n me. 


Set me free, set me free, 
This is not death but life ; come life to me, 
And cause me for eternity 

To be. 
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L. N., DIED JUNE 6ru, 1866. 


O Lucy, O beloved, 

Thou art taken to thy rest, 

The deep sweet calm of Paradise, 
Among the holy blest. 


O Lucy, O beloved, 

Thou art gone from us below, 
But our hearts are ever with thee, 
With love yet deeper glow. 


O Lucy, O beloved, 

All voids are fill’d to thee, 

All heart-aches, yearnings, struggles, 
For ever ceas’d to be. 


O Lucy, O beloved, 

On earth thou gavest all - 
In heart-felt deep surrender 
At Jesu’s gracious call. 
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L. N., Died June 6th, 1866. 


O Lucy, O beloved, 

His joy he gave to thee, 

The calm deep tranquil brightness, 
We could not fail to see. 


O Lucy, O beloved, 

In his eternal rest, 

Perpetual light, increasing love, 
Be thine, with all His blest. 


M. N. 
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ON A SPRAY OF CORAL SET 
AS A BROOCH. 


GOLD encircled coral spray, 
From the ocean far away 
Brought, at * * *’s will, to rest 
On his own * * *’s breast. 


Late the tempest-tortur’d waves 
Dash’d among thy rosy caves ; 
Now thou hast a favor’d home, 
Where no tempests ever come, 


And for ocean’s depths dost find 
Those of a pure thoughtful mind ; 
While, for balmy airs, above 
Breathes an atmosphere of love. 


Mourn not, foolish coral spray, 
For thy ocean home,—nor say, - 
If from thence not rudely torn, 
Some fair island I had borne. 


54 On a Spray of Coral set as a Brooch. 


There, of hidden reef but part, 
Now, a treasur’d type thou art 
Of th’ upheaving power of love, 
Firmer than a coral grove, 


Bas’d on which our home shall be 
Bosom’d in eternity, 

Like an island which doth rest 
On the placid ocean’s breast. 


INDEX. 


Brightly in the frosty morning 
Deep within my heart there lies 
Faint and weary . 

From the land where es dwell 
Gold encircled coral spray 

I had a mother once, she was my all 
I met, when I was walking 

I see, ah no! but I begin to see 
Lord, I am sin 

Lord, I have trusted all to Thee 

No bell was toll’d for her 

O Lucy, O beloved! : - . 
Safely landed on the shore 

Say what is liberty ? escape . 

Set me free, set me free . - ‘ 
She livéd, O how patiently . 5 
Sleep, and a pray’r, a pray’r and gers again 
Some work to do I craved 

Thee, Lord, I need whereon to rest 
This were the best, my God 


Thou, Lord, who know’st the heart’s eftinte 


Weak and worn one, trembling, dying . 
What is man’s estate? a vain * A 
When the year was dreary 

Where art thou ? far above 

Why should not the streaming tear 

Yet a little while and He 
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